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FOREWORD 

CRIES IN THE NIGHT is a selection of 78 pieces 
representing the Poets of Pakistan, made by A. Q. Niaz 
who has already won golden opinions for his work as 
a translator in this field. Mr. Niaz’s aim is to convey 
to the English reader as much as possible of the poetic 
quality of the original. This is a difficult job, but I 
think he has done it well. Mr. Niaz combines a great 
freshness of feeling with a classical restraint, and these 
qualities, united as they are with his intellectual cour¬ 
age and integrity, make him in some ways a more 
sympathetic translator than many others who have 
attempted the same task. Brief explanatory and bio¬ 
graphical notes follow the selection which would pro¬ 
vide a ns'fiil conspectus for all who wish to make 
further c! .-< overies in the field of Pakistani poetry. 

The translations have been chosen both for their 
faithfullness to the originals, and for their literary 
merit, and I hope they will give to readers who do not 
know Urdu some idea not merely of the contents of our 
poetry but also of its manner and form. I consider 
this a notable and courageous venture which seems to 
call for a proper assessment of the main trends and 
currents of a period represented by poets as divergent 
in ideas and technique as Ala-ud-Deen Kaleem and 
Safdar, Raashid and Abdul Majeed Bhattee, Khaleel 
and Faiz, Mukhtaar Siddeeqee and Hafeez Jaalund- 
haree, and quite apart from all these—Meerajee, who 
stands in a class by himself. For the present, however. 
I am content to launch the enterprise as it is, and let it 
sail under its own power. 

SIRAJ-UD-DIN. 

Lahore, 

December 24, 1955. 
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COMPILER’S NOTE 

For reasons not difficult to understand, in countries 
which desire to maintain political, economic, or cultural 
relations with Pakistan, there is a great deal of interest 
in our Past, Present, and Future—an interest which 
deepens as we come to our current Thought and Lite¬ 
rature. A presentation of the modern poetry of Pak¬ 
istan therefore struck me as a national need of consider¬ 
able importance in the cultural field. This, to some 
extent, I have tried to fulfil in the following pages, and 
in a presentation in English of Iqbal’s Khizr-i-Raah, 
already published. I have a well planned and rather 
extensive programme in my mind in this behalf, which 
I am trying steadily to implement. A good deal of 
the work has been done, and waits for a favourable 
opportunity to be put into print. 

My approach to this ambitious project is not that 
of a man who considers himself properly qualified for 
the task, but of one who feels driven by a sense of the 
urgent national need. In all humility and earnestness 
I hope that my lone effort might induce abler people 
to take up the pen; or that help might be forthcoming 
which should enable me to improve the quality and 
output of my own endeavour. That for the purpose 
of a limited private circulation CRIES IN THE NIGHT 
is being published by the Government College, Lahore, 
which is the premier institution of its kind in Pakistan, 
might prove to be the first step in this direction. I 
fail to find adequate words to express my gratitude to 
Mr. Siraj-ud-Din, M.A., B.Lit., (Oxon), Principal of this 
college, for the great encouragement he has given me 
by undertaking to bring out the book on behalf of the 
college as a mark of appreciation. 
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For this Presentation 1 have selected pieces which 
have an element of poetry in the kernel of the idea 
presented, or in the manner of presentation; or which 
seem to reflect some social, political, or cultural ten¬ 
dency of the time; and seem to give some measure of 
the man behind the words. 

Naturally I have had to keep my field confined to 
poems which lend themselves for presentation in 
English. 

A. Q. NIAZ. 

4, McLeod Road, 

Lahore, West Pakistan. 
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COMPILER’S NOTE: SECOND EDITION 

This is a carefully revised and enlarged edition. A 
number of poems had to be dropped from the first 
edition for considerations of space, since funds available 
for the purpose were limited. I have taken this 
opportunity to put them in, for they embody some 
essential lines of the portraits left on my mind by my 
studies of the works of these poets. 

This edition also contains poems by three poets 
not found in the first edition. 

It might here be mentioned that this Selection and 
its presentation in English is not intended to serve the 
purpose of any Ideology. Apart from the literary aspect, 
the only aim has been to prepare a reliable cross section 
of the mental ferment in Pakistan as reflected in our 
current Urdu poetry. I am painfully conscious of the 
inadequacy of my effort, but I feel a considerable mea- 
.sure of confidence that I have not missed the meaning, 
nor impaired in presentation the spirit and atmosphere 
of the poems I have tried to handle. 

The Notes which go with the first edition were 
written by a friend of mine at my request. They were 
sent to the press with his initials, but when they came 
out these initials were not there, so that the authorship 
seems to turn to me—a credit which I cannot truth¬ 
fully claim. In the second edition, therefore, I have 
recast them a little, to bring them within my own 
depth. 

A. Q. NIAZ. 

4, McLeod Road, 

Lahore, West Pakistan, 
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To all those 

Who go through the agonies of life 
With lips sealed in silence. 



The heart of the pilch black night 
Throbs with fear and a wild delight; 

For hidden behind its ample folds. 

Stands on the threshold a New Dawn— 
A Dawn unseen, unknown to human ken: 
An Immense Dawn— 

Portentous, Unpredictable! 

(Hafeez Ho^hiarpuree) 



Ahmad Nadeem Kaasimee 



AHMAD NADEEM KAASIMEE 

WHEN I OPENED MY EYES 

What’s happened, has happened: 
Why, after all, should I 
Cry over spilt milk? 

When the robe entire 
Is torn to shreds, where 
Is the sense in sitting down 
To wash it clean? 

When pearls sell cheap, 

For mere cowries, where is the charm 
In threading a necklace? 

All through life when thorns 
Alone befriended me. 

Why on a bed of roses 
Should I deign to sleep? 

And why, above all. 

With the glamour of borrowed stars 
Should I mar the inner glow 
Of my own mind? 

It was on a deserted footpath 
That I met her for the first time. 

Now ages ago it seems. 
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Round her face was a halo. 

Like the Geeta 

Set in a frame of moonbeams. 

Her gait was easy and free— 

Elastic and supple, like a panther’s 
That goes rippling 
Through the jungle. 

Life, I felt, would be impossible 
Barely on dreams from this 
New hope fondly spun; 

And desparately I put my fate 
To the test. But when I saw 
Her eyelids droop, 

I felt I had won. 

Reverently I touched her feet 
And said: “Of which wonderous 
World of Beauty art thou the queen? 
Whence, and whither bound? 

Is thy world, too, 

Transient like mine? 

And for the insolence of this question, 
May my tongue be turned to stone, 
But art thou, too, a mortal being? 

Even though by the side 

Of thy radiant face the moon herself 

Does seem to feel ashamed. 
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But having said this, 

When I raised my eyes, 

There was nothing there 
But shadows—mocking at me! 

The earth was all a-tremble; 

Things swam before my eyes; 

Tossing and swinging in the wind, 

The trees looked like a host of demons; 
And from far away in the depth 
Of the jungle came the cry 
Of a pair of jackals; 

While the silent stars 
Seemed to be pouring down 
A flood of liquid flames! 

Little do I know if it was 
Only a dream, or a cruel shadow 
Cast by the coming events! 

Having smouldered for years, 

I thought I had lit 
A candle in my heart! 

Songs steeped in the blood of my life, 

At last, had borne fruit! 

And the worn out Priest 

At the Portals of Love could scarce 

Contain himself for joy! 

But, alas, I know not 

Who it was that came to rob me 

Of the little sleep 
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Had fallen to xny lot! 

But out of the dark 
A taunting, maddening voice 
Seemed to say: “You fool! 

Over things done with and past, 

Who ever bothers 
To settle such questions? 

Sitting in state on high, 

A Raja but amuses himself. 
Whenever he feels so inclined. 

To the wheels of a doll 
He gives a twist, 

And the doll pulls its hair! 

Its distress seems to please the Raja. 
For he smiles with deep satisfaction 
And thus with pleasant, 

But treacherous dreams 
He beguiles the sons 
And daughters of Man! 

Well and good, Rajajee; 

As many bubbles make 

As you please, but for a moment 

Listen to this insolent poet. 

When painful, throbbing wounds, 
Deep in the heart, incessantly bleed, 
The minds of men, 

In dark despair, turn to thoughts 
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Of fierce Revolt! 


THE IDLE PASTIME OF DESIRE 

In the silence of the night 
The universe weeps; and, 

Swimming in its eyes, the moon 
Looks like a large and lusterous tear. 

In slumbers sweet 

The struggles of life are lost; 

And bearing the Banner of the Present, 
Time on its feet 
Doth seem to stagger! 

Near the moon sails a fleecy cloud. 

The moment it touched the lunar lips, 

It smiled and waved with perfect abandon! 

In the windows of the mind 

The past began to stir and tremble; 

In the grip of strong emotion, 

Tense and panting came the breath; 

In the silken folds of the cloud 
There shone a glittering star; 

And oh, who with silent steps. 

Unawares like this, 

Has quietly crept into my heart? 

In the eyes, with a trace of tears, 



Was a light, as though 

Of a slumbering intoxication; 

On the Isles of Heaven 
Was pouring down a drowsy calm; 
On the shapely shoulders 
Was a mass of raven hair, 
Dishevelled, and flying in the air— 
Like a mist of dreamy thought 
Hanging upon the mind; 

The grace and sweep, and lift 
Of time-honoured temples 
Was in the arches of those arms; 
While brimful of tears, the eyes 
Looked like a reflection of stars 
In a silver pool! 

As though on the point 
Of speech, her lips fluttered. 

Like flowers fluttering 

When the breeze upon them plays 

She paused in her steps; 

Then staggered and swayed. 

As sways the supple branch 
Of a neem in the wind! 

Ah, in my youth 
What dreams I dreamt; 

What mirages witnessed, 

Of which the vastness put to shame 
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The vastness of the open seas! 

What gardens green I reared; 

What wastes I peopled; 

What firmaments I adorned 
With glittering stars, 

Trickling down the eyes! 

With weary feet how painfully 
Have I measured endless roads 
In a vain search for a comrade true! 

And, in a single flight. 

What wonderous worlds of beauty 
Have I not traversed! 

But when from Aerial Beings 
There rose upon the air 
An inhuman burst of withering laughter, 
The zest for life froze in my veins, 

Or it turned to bitter gall: 

And the fire of high resolve 
Died down to ashes! 

Now I dwell in halls 
Of fierce lightning made; 

My bed is a bed of flames; 

For only too well have I learnt 
That Desire is a heartless Gamester, 
Intent on his own amusement, 

While the poor, helpless humans 
Are but the merest playthings 
In his callous hands! 
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NO MORE BEGGING 


No more, now, 

Will I hold out to thee 
A beggar’s bowl! 

For well do I perceive 
Thyself thou canst not help. 

Far, far removed art thou 
From my humble world. 

To sway and rule the moods of men 
Is a destiny thine: 

Mine to go through life 
As a ne’er-do-well. 

Among thy peers is thine 
A position of note and pride; 

And all the more, therefore, 

Art thou for me 

The Beginning of my End! 

Born to tread on carpels soft and thick, 
Heaven itself could scarcely match 
The splendour of thy boudoir. 

Spotless thy life as a Pillar of Society— 
Such that of the mosque of thy town 
The sacred mihraah doth swear 
By the purity of thy life; 



And on thy forehead rests the crown 
Of all accepted forms of moral behaviour: 
While only a poet poor am 1, 

A creature of my moods, 

Without anchor in mind or soul 
Against the whole world 
Have I risen in sullen revolt; 

While every fibre of thy being 
Is rooted in deep devotion 
To things as the^^' stand. 

On Religion itself have I heaped 
Accusations bitter; 

But even to bare superstition 
Thou clingest as though 
It were the most sacred part 
Of a precious faith. 

Too well, at last, 

I know the difference 

Between the flower and the weed! 

Far too high stands the universe 
Of the good and the great, 

While far too low 
Doth lie the humble dust! 

No no: oh no. No more now 
Will I hold out to thee 
A beggar’s bowl! 



NEW DAWN 


On the harp of delicate sensibilities, 
Every single chord I touched; 

And songs sweet from the years I stole. 
Even bothersome breathing 
I treated as a symphony sweet; 

And endless circles wove 
Of lilting tunes year after year! 

Whatever desire stirred in my breast, 
It turned to music: the soul was a harp, 
And resolution the mizraab 
That woke up its chords. 

And thus perhaps it was 
That every defeat of mine 
Turned into a triumph; 

While pain and grief 
Remained for ever on the move! 

Even of the blackest darkness 
I cherished hopes that into a light 
Effulgent it might change; 

And every throbbing wound 
I took for a rare star: 

Right in the middle of autumn bare 
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I felt myself surrounded 
By scenes of spring; 

And every time I stumbled, 

I fancied I was soaring 
On the upward swing! 

My whole life I gave 
To the pursuit of a will-o’the-wisp, 
Yet silver cloudlets 
Continued to sail across 
The face of the moon! 

The distinction, though, 

Between the good and the bad 
I had obliterated 
But storms of rage continued 
To plague my mind; 

And helplessly beating its wings 
In the iron grip of time 
Remained the high resolve 
Which longed for freedom! 

But, turning and twisting. 

The Way to which I pointed 
Streaked and throbbed for years 
In the Heart of the Universe! 

The shades of oppression 
Lengthened—they lengthened 
More and more; and more and more 
My hopes were strangled; 
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Higher and higher 
Swelled the flood of grief; 

While more and more cruelly 
My life was plundered 
Of everything that made it sweet! 

On a desolate piece 
Of wasteland I came at last. 

On all sides were old and ruined graves: 
And the dismal shadow of a dome 
Crept and spread upon my mind. 

As move from mouth to mouth 
Reports of famine, 

And darken the land! 

In skeletons dry and dreary 
The Torches of Time were burning— 

In a dark night like corpses 
Aflame on a cremation ground; 

In mouldering bodies 
Worms unsightly wriggled 
And crept like whispering 
Currents of the wind 
In the tiles of an old, 

Decaying cottage! 

Innumerable people I found 
Helpless in Poverty’s cruel hands, 

With running sores in their hearts 
And sighs upon their lips; 
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And many a hero bound in chains, 
With hands and arms 
Crushed into a bleeding mass 
Of bones and flesh! 

Here, too, a sight 1 saw 
That was passing strange: 

A palace stood in tact, 

But of inmates it had none; 

And skirting the palace 
When on I passed, I found 
Worldliness was wide awake, 

But the sense of Faith and Decency 
Had all but melted away! 

Shocked, and anxious 

At the state of my environment» 

A deep sigh I heaved; 

In the heart of the universe 
Something exploded with a crash; 
And then a scarlet fairy 
Came dancing, I know not whence! 
Bracelets jingled; 

And I heard the joyous tinkle 
Of tiny little bells! 

Of a fiery dance the golden bows 
Then sprang into view, 

And flaming arrows flew 
In the desolate void; 
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Of a thousand sleeping sensibilities 
The chords awake and trembled; 

And staggering in their chains 
The helpless victims 
Rose to their feet, 

Rubbing their eyes! 

Song upon song then floated 
On the drunken air; 

Benumbed resolve stirred and yawned; 
Of black despair the ugly 
Smoke swirled together 
And shrunk within itself; 

While marching forward 
With a proud and rolling. 

Confident step, 

Came full into view 

The Goddess of a New Dawn! 


UNITY 

The Circle is One: 

The End one, and One Beginning. 
A wilderness vast, 

Streching without limit; 

In it an only Way! 

The urge to fly, 

And the manner of flight, too, 
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Is everywhere the same! 

The winds and the atmosphere; 

The open void of the wide firmament; 

The spots on the moon and the sun— 

On these brilliant lamps 
Of the eternal elements; 

In the opening of the tender buds 
And the beat of their pulse 
Is a rhythm fine! 

A single chain embraces many links. 
The moon comes riding over the roofs: 
Now watch the joyous surge of the waves! 
And watch its rays as row upon row 
Of mother-of-pearl upon the seashore 
They make shimmer and gleam! 

In the blind confusion 
Of Colour and Blood they go astray— 
These great Imaams 
Among the learned Jurists, 

These slaves of customs old. 

In the narrow confines, 

Suffocating and close, 

Of a dead civilization 
They find .solace! 

On one side is a claim 
For the freedom of Mankind: 



On the other reluctance 
To let the idea work— 

Ignoble flight from one's own claims. 
Backed by snorts of rage! 

It is clear the time 

For any largcnesss of the mind 

Is not yet! 

Invidious distinctions hold 
Tlic sense of unity by the throat. 

But the stars clash, 

And the earth quakes! 

The mighty Bow of Providence 
Has been bent—it has twanged— 
And the Arrow has sped! 


ON THE RACK 

What charm is there in speculating 
On the revolutions of the moon. 

When right in front of these eyes 
Stands the dark destiny of Man? 

To imagination the glamour of the Milky way 
Does make a strong appeal, 

But do I not perceive 
The Chains of Traditon too? 

Full well do I believe 



In the Scriptures of Nature. 

But also my creed includes 
The Dignity of Man. 

May be I am mad: 
be I am insolent; 

May be no more than a proflio;ate am T 

But in my to destroy 

Works a desire for construction too! 

It is only a question of time. 

And the time soon will come— 

It will surely come— 

For in my hands, though, 

I carry a beggar’s bowl. 

In my belt I carry a sabre too! 

Full many a time 
Have I snapped the spell 
Of scented breath upon my brow; 
And oft have I watched, unmoved. 
Coil upon coil of raven tresses, 

Flying in the mr like sable clouds! 

In the corners of rosy lips. 

Aglow like twilight colours, 

I have seen ardent invitations. 

Peeping shyly oni of drooping lids! 
But waking up from sleep 
When I have opened my eyes, 

I have always found the robes 
Of wisemen torn to shreds! 
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And whenever I struggled 
Out of the n^ists, 

On all sides T have seen 
Fragments of torn customs 
Fluttering in the air! 

Now where can I go? 

And what am T to do? 

For in every grain of sand, 

And in every star, 

I have always found that eye 
Of the Maid of Destiny 
Open wide! 

Many a tale of love 
Do I know by heart. 

But how can I relate them 
Unless first I learn to hide 
The wounds I have suffered 
On tender sensibilities? 

How can I expound the truths 
By the stars whispered in my ears, 
Unless the lamps in the hall 
Are properly lit? 

My message I carry 
Safely stored in my breast. 

But how can I pass it on 
Unless the listeners 
Rise from sleep? 

And well do I understand 
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The Imperial Secrets, 

But useless must remain this knowledge 
Unless, first, I manage 
To make a deep impression 
On the mind of my compeers! 

Full well do I visualise the grandeur 
Of the beautiful dome, 

And the high minarets; 

But how can the upper structures come 
Unless the foundations 
Have first been truely built? 

Sure enough, the urge to fly 
Is there, and the sense of loss 
From failure to fly; 

But, all the same. 

By the side of the weary 

And the worn out I must remain. 

My feet are held in a vice-like grip 
By the baffling problems 
Tied into dangerous knots 
In the waxing clamour 
Of bustling baazaars: 

Then how, at a bound, 

Can I spring forward 
When my feet are weighed down 
By thoughts of the old and the sick? 
Speed, of course, is a fine thing. 

But steady please. 
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For in my wake there creeps 
A long caravan of hearts that bleed! 
From the toil of the march 
Your comrades gasp for breath, 

But you insist on breakneck speed. 
This, indeed, is not the way to treat 
These age old maladies! 


MlRACxE 


Oh, who has called me away 
From sights and scenes 
Had kept me drunk? 

I who loved to live mine own life 
Vv'’rapped in soUlude: 

I who longed to remain submerged 
In. the wine of wisdom and truth; 

I who longed to dream 
Of power and prestige! 

Oh, who on me prevailed 
Against mine own nature 
To rise in sullen revolt? 

A terrible tumuli 
Arose in my thoughts; 

In the bend of the arch 
Appeared a circle of arms; 
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In the crystal cover of the candle 
Was seen a delicate web 
Of innumerable lines of sitjht; 

On the surface of P'eeling 
Throve a Garden of Sin; 

And into the tales there crept 
A glimmer of something 
That looked as though 
It were the Real Thing! 

Now this way I turned, now that; 

One time I walked in the shadows; 

At another I changed my robes; 

But the way and the destination changed 
When hardly had I attained 
The precincts of the royal court! 

And then, as I started in a new direction 
My mind cbang^cd! With intent 
To live like a rake I came, 

But back when I went, 

T still was innocent! 

Oh no; I do not long 
For elevations now: 

Nor of being low placed do I complain: 
But the sensitive plant 
Of my feelings and »sensibilities 
By autumn has been touched! 

Tlie goal is far; 
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The way most intricate; 

And to whatever page of my mind I turn, 
I find it all confused! 

Prom sullen revolt 
Against mine own nature, 

This is the prize I have won! 

Better far was that hell 
Of solitude, for in this paradise 
I have found nothing but thorns— 
Nothing beyond a fatal lure, 

And a heartless betrayal 
At the hands of soulless sirens! 

A sound of footsteps indeed there was, 
But who over came, or went! 

Oh, who has called me away 
From sights and sounds 
Had kept me drunk? 


NEW INSTRUMENTS AND NEW REFRAINS 

In death from despair 
At the violence of your pain 
There is no point. 

Granted that life you hate; 

That death for you 
Is a message of joy: 
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But rather than sink to the bottom 
And be drowned, it is better far 
That you come to the surface! 

It often happens 

That in the darkness of the night 

Caravans go astray; 

But anon there comes a time 
When the dawn breaks 
And fold after fold of darkness 
Go slipping silently away. 

On your perceptions and feelings 
Deep lies the dust of centuries; 

Your face stands in the light, 

But it has no colour; 

Out of tune with the heart 
Is the beat of your pulse; 

Your youth is nothing 

But the grave of aspirations— 

Of a Light that failed! 

Ruined by luxury, 

Your world is a dead world, 

Where beauty but plans 
Itself to put on sale; 

Where love defiles by indulgence 
In the lewd and the nude. 

The flame is dead, 

But the smoke remains! 
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Aimless you roam in a dark night.. 

In the distance when glows 
A stray firefly in the trees, 

In your heart there flames up 
A burning ball of ember fire! 

In halls alive with dance and music,. 
When silken garments rustle and slip; 
When a flood of silver light 
Pours down from golden candelabra 
Passions dark like demons 
Whisper in your ears! 

When flying cars go whizzing past, 
With whirlwinds in the wake 
Flinging in your face 
Great shovelfuls of stinging dust. 

An impotent fury throbs in your temples;. 
And a violent rage 
Flames up in your breast 
Like restless stabs 
Of lightnings fierce! 

From a marble palace, 

When a poor maiden slips out. 

Shrinking into herself, 

Her chastity sold 
To stave off hunger. 

Of a dark, unspeakable grief 

The shadows overwhelm your mind! 
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Your mosques are places of worship.. 
But for those alone 
Who worship to be seen of men; 

In the temples, 

At the absence of devotees, 

The idols wonder; 

But night and day in the taverns 
The glasses clink! 

Oblivion and death you prefer 
To an existence like this; 

Your life is now devoid 
Of Path and Purpose; 

Every breath you draw, 

Is a sigh you heave; and hope, 

The only stay of your life. 

Is about to snap! 

But courage, friend! 

The soul of the universe now 
To the fury of the storm 
Is deeply committed; 

Soon on land and sea 
Would reel the stricken heads 
Of blind unreasoning beliefs. 

Who says the blow of Time 
Has failed to go home. 

Full and true! 

Hold now the tale 



Of your despairing youth. 
This miserable Age 
Soon to pass away is doomed; 
And a wonderful New Era 
On the threshold stands! 

New instruments of music 
Are taking the field, 

And the time has come 
For new refrains! 


1 MUST DO SOME WORK 

It is imperative 
That I do some work: 

It is my duty; I owe it to myself. 
Work of some kind should make 
My name shine in the world; 

Should make the feeling of love 
Universal in scope and application; 
Should tame the demon 
Of unbridled Reason, and in all 
The four corners of the world 
Should create a mighty stir. 

Mine own morn and eve 
I should make for myself; 

And when I am tired, 

Of rest and recreation 
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I should have my proper meed. 

But what’s to be done? 

For in this age of slavery 
There is little scope 
For work of any kind! 

This cursed state of being 
Slaves to the will of others 
Is not a lame excuse: 

In it you have many harps, 

But no harmony do they yield; 

Of colour you have a great deal, 

But all without a scheme; 

Of wine there is plenty, 

But it is pale, insipid, flat— 

It isn’t ruby red; 

It isn’t fullblooded! 

For ambition though the field is vast, 
Of the fire of high resolve 
There isn’t a spark 
To animate the breast! 

There is no sense of difference 
Between the silk and the stone; 

Nor name and fame a value have. 
People gasp for breath, 

And their feet ache, 

Though hardly ahead 
A poor mile or two 
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Lies the cherished goal! 

This world, it is said. 

Is mortal; but the saying 
Is extremely foolish: 

Of creative work the secret lies 
In a freshness of life 
That for ever retains 
The vigour of youth. 

When there is light in the mind. 
Of the lack of equipment 
The terrible lag itself 
Acts as a supreme incentive. 

If the stormy urge 
To heroic endeavour 
Is inborn in the blood. 
Sovereignty over land and sea 
Is always ours! 

But in this age of slavery, 

The end of travels, 

Toil and turmoil. 

Is nothing but distress, 
Distraction and confusion! 

One and all seem to think 
I am helpless, even to an extent 
Where I stand excused. 

Forsaken and doomed— 
Overwhelmed by despair, 
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From a comprehension of life 
Far removed. But it is a lie 
That I stand benighted. 

Lost in darkness: 

For lo and behold! 

Full of light am I. 

To say I am paralysed by grief 
Is foul abuse. No, no: 

A thousand times no. 

For a Labourer proud am I, 
Strong and vigorous. 

And dead determined. 

This burning conciousness 
Of mine own sturdy 
Independent personality. 

Is a fire you had better 
Respect and fear. 

For another Mansoor am I— 
ANOTHER MANSOOR! 
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BHATTEE (ABDUL MAJEED) 


SUBLIMITY OF MAN 

(Refers to the terrible storm of murder and rape, and 
abduction of women, which followed Partition of the 
sub-continent into India and Pakistan.) 

We shall oblige you 
By putting an end to your life, 

If you insist—but not Tonight. 

Appeals in the name of sisters, 

Daughters, and daughters-in-law arc vain. 
Tonight for us you are no more 
Than a beautiful doll 
To satisfy our lust— 

A doll the like of which 
We had never seen before. 

Complexion so fair. 

And a figure so lithe and full 
That it sets the passions ablaze. 

Stop now these sighs and sobs; 

Do not weep; with your cries 

Do not spoil the joy 

And the passion of this hour. 

Think no more of the dear ones 


30 




Bhattee (Abdul Majeed) 






Who dared not die for honour— 

Who fled because they valued life more 
Forget them, for they never, 

Really, had any claim on you. 

Meet these Heroes instead: 

Dedicate your thoughts to them; 

Deem yourself distinguished. 

And honoured, in thus being given a chance 
To add to their pleasure. 

Spoil no more the joy 
Of this precious moment. 

For you, indeed, it is 
An extraordinary honour 
That to adorn our revelries 
We choose you. Now give some colouj 
To this banquet. Dry you tears. 

Turn your eyes away from that body. 

It is not the corpse of your child: 

It was only a symbol of your disgrace 
You had no kinship with those people;. 

And it was from mercy 
We silenced the poor mite. 

We could very well have cut off 
Its hands and feet, 

But kept it alive. 

Weltering in its own blood. 

As pieces of living flesh 

Were torn off the quivering body. 
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All this we could have done, 

Had we desired to torture you. 

You are indeed very lucky: 

It was not from ra^jc we killed him. 
No: we just did not want 
Any discordant factor 
To mar the thrill of this joy. 

Pick up the glass. 

And drink with abandon; 

Drink over and over again. 

There, do not writhe like that; 

Do not be restless; do not grieve. 

You cannot stop hungry. 

Hot, impassioned hands 
By means such as these. 

It is only for Tpnight— 

Just for this one night. 

We’ll not brook even a moment's delay. 
Or else it is not improbable 
That for company’s sake 
Those sisters of yours should call you 
Whom you sec over there— 

Hanging from the roof— 

Whose severed snowy breasts 
Are lying at their feet. 

Their bodies riddled 

With wounds by these lances here— 

A punishment due for trying 
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To spurn advancing hands! 

Here are the same lances, 

And here is this redhot fire. 

While for chords your own 
Long and beautiful hair 
Will do very well! 

Just for Tonight! 

Only for this one night: 

We’II not brook 

Even a moment’s delay now. 

Smile, come forward 
And take up the glass: 

This is not an evening of grief 
For you: look bright and cheerful. 

As though it were a morning 
Sacred for joy. We’ll kill you, 
Afterwards, if that is your wish. 

So that those despicable cowards. 
Your kith and kin, should have 
No chance to put you to shame 
By saying they had no daughter. 

Nor daughter-in-law— 

That the girl who bore your name 
Long ago had died! 

Those relatives for whom 
There is no honour, 

Nor even an honourable death! 

To save their dignity and selfrespect, 





We shall kill you, 

If that is your wish; 

But not Tonight! OH NO! 


FLIGHT 

(Refers to the same incidents and events as does the 
iast poem.) 

Sailing through these pale 
And purple, tangled clouds. 

Which continue deeper and deeper 
To get entangled within themselves, 

I am flying away— 

Flying as though I had grown wings. 

But I want to turn and look back. 

Longing to see I know not whom I 
There is someone whose memory 
Pursues me still! 

In the great void around me, 

The folds of a scarlet velvet 
Seem to unroll themselves: 

They go stretching out 
In a running line. 

Perhaps it is a stream of blood; 

Within its banks I slither and fall, 

Stumble and slip, and drift along! 
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But what is this painful 
Obstruction in my throat? 

Why this extreme tension 
In every fibre of my being? 
Clothes on fire are flying aroimd. 
And the air seems damp and dank' 

Light and darkness 
Seem to have flown 
At each other’s throat. 

The rising whirlwinds 
Are bathed in blood. 

And what are those storms 
Of a red dust? 

Garments drenched in blood 
Are fluttering in the gloaming. 
Perhaps someone 
Has been butchered here. 

But why this painful 
Obstruction in my own throat? 
Why is every fibre of my body 
Stretched taut? Is this 
The carcase of a slaughtered kid? 
Or is it my own sister 
Whose throat has been cut? 

Oh no: it is my own self. 

In a closing ring of wild beasts 
I am drifting along. 

Borne on the current 





Of my own blood! 

They cannot reach me now. 
They cannot touch me. 

I am soaring at heights 
Which lie beyond their reach 
Through these pale and purple, 
Tangled clouds, spreading in the void 
I can see my goal. 

But when I chance to see 

The colour of hevm on my hand-^ 

Whose memory is this 

Which time after time 

Comes to my mind? 

These hungry eyes. 

Turning round and looking hack, 

Whom do they see? 

Whom do they wish to see^ 

Ah, you have come at last. 

My darling child! 

Here we are safe from human fiends: 
Safe from the sting of their humanity 
Look over there. 

Beyond that dark bank 
You see a streak of light 
Only a moment ago 
Your father preceded us there? 



But what is this line 
Of a dark velvet, 

Goes lengthening out as if 
It were a stream of blood? 

Ah. why should 1 bother about it now? 
It is enough, my darling child, 

That you have come to me 

In these pale and purple, tangled clouds! 

There are no human beings here ... 

But, oh, these swirling clouds 
Of dust! And why does the air 
Get damp and dank? 


UEAST 
A single blow. 

And the mirror fell from the wall 
With a splintered crash. 

In its fall from the point of vantage. 

It swept down the delicate antique glass 
And smashed it on the floor. 

Love was struck aghast. 

Shocked and frightened, it cried: 

“What clamity is this?” 

Someone whispered: “Beast!” 

“Beast?. Who? 
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Where my love?” 

Helpless Beauty stood— 

Ashamed and paintent, 

Hiding her face with both hands — 
Trembling, mute! In a mood 
Of drunken exilaration. 

From some queer, revealing angle. 
In a reflection of his own mind, 

He chanced to see his two dogs— 
Lucy and Tiger—and he 
Exclaimed: “Shameless brutes! 
What beastly nature!” 

A single blow. 

And the mirror fell from the wall 
With a splintered crash! 

And in its fall 

From the point of vantage, 

It swept down the delicate antique 
Glass, and smashed it on the floor! 


LIFE 


Loyal Beauty, 
And Love blessed 
With a happy ending: 
The Peacock Throne, 
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And the Taj Mahal! 

But my story and thine 
Are too well known! 

Innocent Beauty, 

And a Love aware of self; 

Still from the light 
Of culture far removed! 

My world and thine^— 

Only a tradition blind! 

Life, and the stirring 
Tales of life. Just a dream, 

With a thousand interpretations! 
But the Aim of Life— 

No One Knows! 


SUSCEPTIBILITY DISTRAUGHT 


(Refers to the storm of murder and rape, 
and the abduction of women, which followed 
in the wake of Partition.) 

My husband, my home; 

My blissful married life; 

My honour and my children; 

When none of these things 
You can give back to me. 

You Lord of all the worlds, 
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When you can give me nothing at all. 
Why at your door should I stoop 
To beg for even death? 

After the nightmare 

I have gone through, 

I have no desire for a death 

For which 1 should have 
« 

To be grateful to you. 

Every kind of blow 
I have suffered by this time: 

Now 1 have no troubles at all— 

No distress, and no pain! 

Bui one desire still 1 have— 

That you call me before yourself, 

And give me a chance to ask you 
If your own mother 
Had gone through this, 

Your own daughter, or sister. 

Or if you yourself 
Had been in my place, 

Would you still have remained 
As silent, aloof, and unconcerned*^ 

And then at the earth 
1 would throw a fleeting glance— 

To see if the populated 
Regions upon the globe 



Were as prosperoiis as before, 
Or if on human affairs 
You, at all, have no control! 


HEIGHT OF DESIRE 

(Refers to disturbances in the first quarter 
of 1953, which brought martial law on March 
6 of that year.) 

SiiiTuunded by satins and silks, 

With their brilliant flash 
Which can burn to a cinder 
The life in a man’s mind. 

Someone heard with a bleeding heart, 

And someone saw that angels 
Were bearing away the Hearse of God. 

By the water’s edge, in a comer 
Hidden by clusters of ruses. 

There must be a grave 
Befitting His grandeur] 

But I am not worrying 
Over the death of divinity: 

On my shoulders is my own corpse, 

Heavier than the weight of godhead, 
Heavier than worcis can tell. 

For this corpse there isn’t a ditch 
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Where it could be buried! 

No strength have I 
To hold it on my shoulders; 

Nor any to forge ahead. 

There is no horizon to lure the eye; 
There is no goal, and no ideal! 

Of a loyal and modest sense of duty 
This is the inviolable fate! 

On all sides are leaping flames— 
Nothing but flames. 

Flaming paths which burn the eye; 
Sighs which tear out the heart 
As they escape from the breast! 
Neither friend, nor comrade; 

Nor permission to cry for help, 

Or to raise even a mild complaint! 

But all the same 
There comes a persistent cry: 

“From the colours of these flames 
Rising to the sky, and the fierce 
Heat of the burning air. 

With the help of subtle, 

Invidious planning, 

Weave a web which should glow 
With rainbow colours— 

Especially when dyed 

In the warm and crimson blood 
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Oi the hiunan heart— 

And yield a fruit 
Commensurate with the effort. 

Bring forth new designs for fancy robes 
Against which these silks and satins 
Should look dowdy and insignificant!” 

But whose is the order? 

Whose the invitation? 

What is the meaning of the invitation? 
Wherefrom does the invitation come 
To the Genius for Planning? 

There is no one would care 
To answer these questions, 

But anyone can see 
The tragic mess. 

Not only the Genius for Planning 

But vision itself 

Has been burnt and finished! 

Alas, it is no more, perhaps, 

Than a cry of my own heart— 

No more than wishful thinking— 

When I hope from the heat 
Of the misguided effort. 

If from nothing else, 

Mine own corpse on my shoulders 
Might catch fire. But I know 
It will never get wholly biurnt. 

For the stinking, loathsome mass 
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A dark pit is needed: 

But there is no pit 
Deep enough to hold It! 

Not to speak of the divinity in man. 
There is no divinity left even on high! 

O Thou who condemned me 
To life on this despicable plane. 

From thy corner, 

Hidden in clusters of roses, 

By the water’s edge; 

From the music of silver cascades 
On the hillsides; from the ecstasy 
Of songs of Truth and Beauty, 

Tear thyself away for a moment. 

And cover up my corpse 
With a handful of dust— 

That is all I want. 

There is hardly need for me 
To grieve over thy death! 
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Faiz (Faiz Ahmad) 



FAIZ (FAIZ AHMAD) 

SONG OF THE NIGHT - I 

The entire atmosphere of life 
Is drowned in a mood of ecstasy; 

The silence is so profound 
As though it had prostrated itself 
In a sijdah of adoration; 

And innocent Beauty 
Is deep in dreamless sleep 

O thou whose charms 
Assail the senses 
Like an overwhelming storm 
Of colour and fragrance! 

O thou perfect manifestation 
Of the beauties of budding spring! 

My life and being, of course, 

Thou boldest in full control: 

But time is on the wing. 

The bloom and the freshness of flowers 
Will last only a little while: 

And from the springtime of youth 
Are left but a moment or two. 

Then come, let’s with each other exchange 
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What lies brimful in the heart! 

Let us sing for once the song of love! 

O woe, that the evenings 
Should always be lonely for me! 

And the wishful hunger 
Of my longing eyes 
Should for ever be left 
Incomplete and unsatisfied! 

The urge for life 
Is restless in the heart; 

The tearful eye doth humbly bring 
An offering of priceless pearls; 

In the sky the stars look sad; 

And the moonlit night stands waiting! 
Come, let us emblazen life 
With a little colour! 

Let us lend ourselves 
To love for a little while! 


SONG OF THE NIGHT — II 

Under the midnight moon 
The air holds a mood 
Of self forgetfulness; 

The Assembly Hall 
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Of IS and WAS lies empty; 

The silence stands personified 
As a dumb request; 

The great concourse of the stars 
Doth bear a look forlorn; 

And there is a strange calm 
Falling down from somewhere 
Like a soundless cascade; 

While a kind of trance 
Seems to hold the air— 

As if life were no more 
Than part of a dream— 

As if the whole world 
Were no more than a mirage! 

On the thick foliage of trees 
The tired voice of the moonbeams 
Lies sound asleep; 

With half open eyes 
The Milkyway is unfolding 
A tale of eager love; 

And from the silent strings of the heart 
Flows a deep intoxication— 

To breed a world of madness, 

A world of restless longings and dreams, 
Floating and flaming like nebulous beams 
Around thy beautiful face! 


47 



DESPAIR 


Strings of the delicate harp. 

That is my heart, lie snapped; 

My palaces of pleasure 
Have been razed to the ground. 

Those stories of plans 

For Thought and Action 

Have been obliterated from the mind. 

The wine cups in Life’s Tavern 

Have been smashed to pieces; 

And the ecstasy 
Of Katisar and Tasneem 
Is altogether dead! 

Weeping and wailing 
Is now of no avail; 

Useless also are complaints 
Against the ironies of fate; 

The flow of blessings 
From heaven has ended; 

The gate for the acceptance of prayer 
Has long been closed: 

The beneficient Lord, in fact, 

Does seem indifferent to human 
Supplications and human woes! 
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The candle flame of beautiful desire 
No longer burns; it lies extinguished— 
Altogether dead! 

Bare memories are there, 

But they only serve 
To indicate my helplessness! 

O thou that would fain remain true 
To the secret Pledge of Love, 

Desist now from useless waiting! 

O thou that groaneth 
Under the burden of this grief. 

Desist now from thy vain striving, 

(For what is there to be gained 
From crying for the moon?) 


TONIGHT 

On this precious night, please, 
Do not touch the painful chords! 
For the days of suffering 
In the joy of this moment 
Have come to an end. 

And as for the futiire. 

Who knows what it holds in store? 
In the bliss of this night 
The boundry lines 



Of Today and Tomorrow 
Have melted and fused, 

With the soul revelling 

In a glorious exultation 

Which transcends the sense of Time— 

A supreme exaltation 

Where it matters little 

Whether or not there is 

Going to be another dawn! 

Life may well be meaningless, 

But not tonight! In the mood 
Bred by such a night 
Divinity itself seems 
Well within the reach of man. 

On this precious night, please, 

Do not touch the painful chords! 

Dwell no more on sorrows past; 
Nor grieve over the hardness 
Of a cruel fate; from thy heart 
Throw off the weight of Tomorrow; 
Shed no tears on the sands of life, 

Nor feel concerned 
Over my sufferings 
In the days past; 

For the old complaints 

Have lost their meaning now. 

On this precious night, please. 

Do not touch the painful chords! 
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MY FRIEND 


Where have they vanished, my Friend? 
Those deep desires of the heart 
Which invested Poetry and Imagination 
With life and meaning; 

Which gave to Thought and Action 
A colourful purpose! 

The desires of which the brightness 
Gave a dewy freshness 
To the moon and the stars; 

And to the madness of love 
Which gave a courage 
That never flinched! 

Where have those desires 
Fallen asleep, my Friend? 

Where have they vanished? 

Those impatient glances, full of fire; 
Those expectant footsteps; 

Those sighs in the heart subdued 
From a sense of dignity and decorum; 
Those long, interminable 
Nights of waiting, dark and desolate; 

Those enchanting bedrooms. 

Half wrapped in sleep; 
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And those soft, velvet aims— 

Empty tales and mere myths, my Friend, 
^Tiich, somewhere, have been lost! 


NOT THE SAME LOVE AS BEFORE 

Sweetheart mine, do not now 
Demand from me the same love. 

And the same ardour as before. 

I had fondly believed 

That so long as thou wert by my side. 

No vexation over the problems of life 
Could touch me. That so long 
As thy love was in my heart. 

Life would always be 
Full of joy and sunshine. 

For indeed it is only thy presence 
Which gives to hope 
And the sense of spring 
Their eternal cycle: 

As of beauty and charm 
There is none in the world 
Except in the lustre 
And lure of thine eyes. 

Thus I had thought that only 
If I could make thee mine. 
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Dsstiny itself would begin 
To wait upon my behests. 

But it was only my ignorance: 

The hard and cruel facts 
Of human weal and woe 
Are vastly different. 

For there be other kinds 
Of distress in the world 
Besides the distress of love; 

And there be joys 
Apart from the joy 
That lies in thy embrace! 

Countless centuries past 
The vile beastliness 
Of some wicked magic 
Wats interwoven into these silks, 

And satins, and the various brocades; 
And those fiendish devices 
Continue still to vitiate our lives. 
There are human bodies on sale 
In the streets at every step; 

There are human bodies 
Which go eternally 
Coated thick with dust; 

And there are others 
Which bathe in their own blood! 
Bodies charred and burnt, and twisted, 
Made loathsome by the fire 
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Of poison and disease; 

Puss flowing from decomposing flesh, 
And incurable, ghastly wounds! 
Though ne’er so inadvertently, 

The eye at times happens to fall 
On these revolting sights as well— 
And it cannot be helped! 

Though even today in thy beauty 
There is the same lure, 

It is not possible perpetually 
To ignore these ugly sights; 

For in this world 

There be other kinds of distress 

Than the anguish of love; 

And there be joys 
Apart from the joy 
That lies in thy embrace! 


CONTEMPLATION 

Thou asketh why is my heart sad? 
Why do I remain lost in silence? 

But why not let this idle tale 
Of mine be? Why bother about it? 

I am all right. 

Just howsoever I am placed. 
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Besides, even if my heart is sad, 

It is not a very great matter, 

Seeing that the whole world 
Is full of sorrow. 

This grief, anyway. 

Is neither so much yours 
Nor mine alone; 

It is the precious heritage 
Common to us all! 

Thus, even if thou wert to be mine. 
The problems of life would still remain 
As they are; The snares of evil, 

And the chains of oppression. 

Would not break apart 
Simply at thy word or mine. 

This grief, in any case, 

Is fatal, whether it be our own. 

Or that of someone else. 

And when weeping and wailing, 

And a burning of the heart. 

Essentially must remain 
The common lot of all. 

Directly, or indirectly, 

It does not matter, 

Why shouldn’t we make 
The distress of everyone 
Particularly our own affair— 
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Make it into a common cause for all? 
Then we could sit down 
To think of remedies— 

Sit down to dream of comfort, 

And try to give a substance 
To those dreams! 

But here, along side of us. 

Be these other people 
Without a care in the world— 

These people of wealth. 

Now why should they always 
Be so exclusively happy? 

What special right have they 
To all the sunshine? 

Let us snatch their happiness from them, 
And divide it among ourselves: 

For they, too, after all. 

Are only like ourselves! 

War, of course, 

Is a terrible thing. 

Heads are smashed on the field; 

Human bodies are torn to pieces; 

And the blood of our near and dear ones 
Flows in rivers. 

But that should not matter. 

For those rivers would also 
Wash away our sorrows; 
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And at the worst, should it come 
To mean the end of everything. 
Our sorrows, too, 

Shall cease to be! 


L£>NEL1NESS 
“Piteous Heart!” 

“Wasn’t that some one come at last?” 
“No, oh no; no one came here: 

It was only a passerby, perhaps, 

In the street outside. 

Will find his way 
To some other place.” 

The night now is far spent; 

The star dust is scattering in the sky. 

In stately halls the sleepy lamps 
Have started to nod and blink. 

Tired of waiting for pilgrims, 

The deserted footpaths 
Have fallen asleep; 

And settling slowly down on footprints, 
An alien dust has dimmed their clues! 
Extinguish now the candles; 

Put away the fiagons of wine. 

The flasks, and the drinking cups; 
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And lock your sleepless doors. 

For no one will come here nov.'— 
No one at all! 


THEMES FOR THOUGHT 

The sad, depressing, smouldering 
Evening is drawing to a close. 

Soon will emerge the night. 

Fresh from her bath 

In a spring of limpid moonlight. 

The night when the silent supplication 
Of hungry looks will be granted; 

When these starved hands 
Will be quickened to life 
By the thrilling touch 
Of those beloved fingers. 

That’s her scarf, 

Her cheeks, her dress— 

Something there certainly is 
On yonder side of the curtain, 

Of which the colour and glow 
Are being reflected there.... 

And so the mind wanders 
To memories of those dark tresses, 
Falling around the ears. 

And the snow white neck, 
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In tumbling heaps; 

And imagination wonders 
If those ear rings sparkle still 
In their dark recesses! 

Today again that bewitching Beauty 
Will be decked out in all its glory. 

There will be the same eyes, rather pensive. 
As though lightly touched by sleep; 

And the same delicate line of kaxijal; 

The same gentle pat of powder 
On the fresh bloom of the cheeks; 

And on the sandalwood 
Complexion of the hands. 

The same delicate touch of henna! 

Of all our world 
Of Poetry and Imagination, 

This is the sum and substance; 

This the soul of all 
Our favourite topics; 

And this the conclusion 
Of all our logic! 

Under the shadow of the scarlet 
And the sable centuries, 

How have the children of Adam and Eve 
Fared to this day? 

How in their daily struggles 
Of life and death 
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Did our forefathers fare? 

And how in our own day 
Are we going to fare ourselves? 
Now take the abundent populations 
Of these brilliant towns: 

From the cares 
And anxieties of this world 
All they have is a hope 
Of salvation through death, 

Some day—but only a hope! 

A hope never fulfilled 
While they live! 

And these green, wa\ang fields, 
Bursting with beauty. 

And an innate longing 
To bring forth of their best 
For the good of man— 

Why for them do they 

Always grow nothing but Hunger? 

On all sides 

Are strong, mysterious walls. 

In their heartless, narrow confines 
A thousand flames of passionate 
Youth and noble impulse 
Are burnt to a cinder! 

At every step there is the same 
Massacre of all those dreams 
To thousands of minds 
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Which gave light and hope! 

These too are great themes; 

And may be there are 
Numerous others like them. 

But—oh, the slowly opening lips 
Of that saucy nymph! The alluring, 
Maddening lines and curves 
Of that wonderful body! 

Yourself you can judge 
If there can be any bewitchery 
Stronger than these. 

And naturally, therefore, 

For our conversations and speeches. 
And our orations 
We have no other themes! 

Nor does the innate disposition 
Of the poet feel at home 
On any other ground! 


THOU RESTLESS HEART 

There is a gathering darkness 
Comes rolling in endless waves—as if. 
From each single vein of the night, 
Crimson blood were spurting forth 
In streams of a gushing blackness; 



And the pulse of the entire universe 
Beats as though the ecstasy and fervour 
Of both the worlds were wearing off, 
Leaving exhaustion in the wake, 

And a kind of ache, 

Felt all over the body! 

This warm blood of the night— 

Well, let more and more of it 
Run out; for this darkness 
Itself is the rouge that shall give 
A crimson glow to the coming morn. 
Soon the day will break, 

Thou impatient Heart, 

Just wait awhile! 

Underneath the delicate membrane 
Of the musical instruments 
There still are heard echoes 
Of the clank of chains; 

The seried strength of material means 
Holds the whiphand still; 

Into the sparkling, blood red wine 
There roll down tears too; 

While in the stumbling feet 
There lingers still 
A shade of reverence 
For the old forms of conduct. 

And the old established laws! 


62 



But wait awhile— 

Wait till thy fanatics 
Have waxed really frantic; 

Till thy sedate drinking houses 
Turn into real taverns 
Where the drinking is deep, 

And desperate, and wild. 

Then will melt into tha air 
This overwhelming awe 
Of material means; 

And the deadweight of old 
Modes of thought and conduct, 

Too, would be lifted— 

Though ne’er so unabated still 
Might continue the clank of chains! 


MY COMRADE, MY FRIEND 

If only I were sure, 

My comrade and my friend, 

If only I were sure 

That the tired feeling in your heart 

And the sadness in your eyes. 

And that wasting fire in your breast, 

At the touch of my sympathy and love 
Would disappear—If only I knew 
That my words of comfort 
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Would act like a balm 
And give a new life 
To your desolate heart. 

Now darkened by despair; 

If from thy forehead 
I could wash away 
The stains of humiliation; 

If the promise of thy young life 

They could cure of the withering curse 

Of consumption—of these things 

If I were sure, my comrade and my friend, 

I would take you in my arms 

And press you hard 

Against my breast! 

Morn and eve, 

And all through the day and night, 

I would sit by your side. 

And entertain you 

With music soft and sweet— 

The music of running brooks; 

Of silver cascades 
Leaping down the hills: 

I would beguile your time 
With songs of the joyous spring; 

Of gardens bright; and flowers 
Swaying with the wind: 

With song^ of the dawn; 

The moon, and the stars. 



And tales of Love and Beauty 
Would I whisper into your ears— 
Marvellous tales of the beautiful 
Bodies of luring sirens: 

Of how, though cold, disdainful, 

And frozen with pride. 

They melt under the touch 
Of ardent, hot, impassioned hands; 

Of how the lifeless features 
Of a familiar face 
Are suddenly transformed 
In the twinkling of an eye; 

How the clear, crystal cheeks 
Of the beloved, with ruby wine, 
Suddenly glow like redhot embers; 
How, of their own accord. 

The rose petals come 
Bending fondly down; 

And how the spacious hall of the night 
All at once is lit up 
And filled with fragrance! 

I would sing and sing. 

And continue to sing 
For thy sweet sake. 

Weaving a dream like web 
Of silken melodies 
Round thy bruised soul. 

But woe is me! 
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For my songs are no 
Remedy for thy misery. 
Though music a sympathy has, 
And a comfort in its cadence. 
It is but ill equipped 
To play the part of a surgeon. 
While it well might work 
As a palliative poor, 

No song can serve as a lancet. 
Thy ailment, my friend, 

Will not yield 

Except to a surgeon’s knife. 

And that cruel instrument 
Does not lie at my command. 
Nor of anyone else in the world 
Except thyself—only thyself! 


MUSIC OF THE HARP AND THE FLUTE 
(First Voice) 

No possibility now remains 
Of any further endeavour. 

Scaling ladders were flung 
Against the stars, to capture 
Those distant, twinkling lights; 

And heroic sorties 
Were led in the night 
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To conquer the cool and radiant moon. 
But all to no avail! 

Another pledge is needed now— 
Another pledge with those eyes; 
Another Tomorrow on which new hopes 
Could be centred. 

But with the false magic 
Of which new dream 
Could comfort be brought 
To the fond heart? 

Sweetness of the lips, 

And fragrance of the mouth 
Have lost their charm: 

There is no basis now 
For zeal and zest. 

Or the eagerness of life. 

There is no joy, 

No satisfaction for the heart; 

No enjoyment for the eye; 

And no attraction 
Or purpose in life! 

Leave these tales of exciting living. 
For what is there to be gained 
By getting entangled in them? 

All that remains for us 
To look forward to is death; 

And for death there shall 
Always be plenty of time, 



Just whenever we feel 
In the mood to welcome it. 

This is my shroud, 

And that one is yours; 

This is your grave, 

And the one over there is mine! 

(Second Voice) 

The vast, immeasurable 
Opportunities of life 
Are not the exclusive portion 
Of anyone in the world. 

In this great illumined banquet, 

It matters little 
Whether a particular torch 
Is flickering, and gasping out its life. 
Or whether it burns brightly. 
Whatever happens to you or me. 

There is always great rejoicing here, 
And great illuminations. 

If your days, therefore, are sad, 

They need not be so. 

For the mornings still are bright. 

And the evenings beautiful still. 

The spring has not halted in her step. 
Nor have the sun and the moon 
Been darkened by eclipse. 

The tumbling cascades 
Of unruly, silken curls 





Are as alluring as before; 

And the smiling lips are as attractive. 
Beauty is running riot everywhere, 
Only waiting for the eye 
That should see and appreciate. 

Even the sense of pain is there, 

For those who have a taste. 

Be thankful, therefore, 

For the eye that can see. 

And the heart that can feel: 

Be thankful for the eye 
That swims in tears. 

Be thankful for this eve and morn; 

Be thankful for the sun and the moon! 

(First Voice) 

If this is the usual style 
Of the sun and the moon, 

I wonder what is the use 
Of such a sun and such a moon! 

What is the use of the night 
With all its attractions! 

And what after all is the end 
Of the fascinating morn! 

When hot blood in the veins 
Goes cold like iced water, 

And the eyes are glazed in death, 

Then what to us would be the use 
Of the eye that swims in tears; 
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Of the taste with a sense of beauty, 
And capacity for the joy of living? 
When poetry has been ruined, 

When music has lost its force and scope. 
Where would the musical instruments 
Go for self expression? 

And what would the fate be 
Of the taste with a sense of beauty, 

And a capacity for the joy of living? 
When the corner of a prison cell 
Becomes my home, 

When chains and ropes 
Become my raiment, 

What diiference will it make 
If the spring comes round as usual, 

Or if at all it does not come? 

But ah, this miserable, incessant pain! 

I wonder how it is going to end! 

(Second Voice) 

So long as these hands remain, 

So long as there is 
Warmth in this blood; 

So long as there is 

The light of truth in the heart. 

And force in the power of speech. 

To these chains we shall teach 

The music of the Harp and the Flute— 

The music compared with which 



The music of martial bands 
Of great captains and kings 
Shall sound insipid and fiat— 

Lifeless, insignificant. 

Our thoughts and actions are free; 

And there exists an inexhaustible store 
Of firm resolve in our hearts. 

Each fleeting moment for us 
Is as precious as a whole lifetime: 

A tomorrow as real as today. 

The morning and the evening, 

The sun and the moon. 

And all the stars, therefore, 

Are ours. All this wealth. 

With all the power; 

These drums and banners; 

The Tablet and the Pen 
Are ours— 

Ours and ours alone! 


DAWN 

This dappled light, 

This dawn bitten by the night! 
This is not the Dawn 
We have been waiting for. 

Not the dawn we started 
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With the hope somewhere, 

Somehow, we shall find at last! 

In the wilderness of the sky, 

That final goal of the stars! 

Somewhere a shore 

Of the slow moving waves of the night' 
The hope that this 
Grief-laiden bark of the heart 
Somewhere shall find 
A haven safe—at last! 

Turning our backs upon the lanes 
Where linger romance and mystery— 
Upon the warm blood of the young 
Which cast their spell— 

When we sallied forth, how many 
Were the restraining hands 
That tried to hold us back? 

But stronger by far was the call 
Of the beloved Dawn! 

Tantalisingly near at hand 
Had seemed the beauties 
Of a better world; 

Unhampered and light 
Had been the beat 
Of the pulse of desire; 

And the sense of fatigue 
Had been buried deep! 
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Light and darkness, it is said, 
Have already parted their ways; 

It is said that tired feet 
Have reached their goal; 

That the ways of the arbiters 
Of our fate have changed— 

That the ecstasies of union 
Are the order of the day; 

That the sufferings of separation 
Have everywhere been banned. 

But in the fires eating up this mind; 
In the aspirations of these eyes; 

And the smouldering flames 
Licking at the heart 
There is not the slightest change. 
Whence soft winged aurora came. 
And wither she went. 

The flame of the lone lamp. 

Burning by the wayside, 

Knows nothing at all. 

There is no abatement 
In the heaviness of the night. 

It is clear the time of salvation 
For the eye and the heart 
Is not yet. This is not 
The end of our toil: 

Comrades, press on— 

Till we reach the Goal! 
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HAFEEZ HOSHIAARPUREE 


WHAT A LIFE 

My sweetheart from me, 

And I from her. 

Evasively turning away; 

Lonely and sad; forlorn and lost. 
With no regrets 
At the tragic end 
Of loyalties sweet. 

She, through pride, 

Sticking to her own 
Point of view, and I to mine. 

The same scar shining in the heart 
On both sides; the common scar 
Of the rigours of life! 

On her face a sad smile, 

And drops of dew 
Trembling on the lashes! 

On the lips a look 

As if melodies stood 

Held up there! And eyes. 

With something like storms 
Lurking in their depths! 

To yield a pledge of faith 



Had been all too easy, 

But who could imagine 
That implementation thereof 
Was going to be hard! 

Oh, how I wish from the folds 
Of this dark night 
Should come a morning bright— 
That you again should sing for me, 
And I adore you in my verse! 


A CURSE 

May the prime of thy life be poisoned 
With the bitterness of love! 

May thy spring be steeped 
In the autumn hues! 

May restlessness be 
Thy portion in life! 

And may you never. 

Never find a friend like me 
To share your grief! 

God grant that you lose control 
Over your own heart! 

God grant that memories 
Keep you aflame 
In the nights! 
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WHO? 


Who? Was it you? 

But how can I tell? 

There were the same 
Earnest professions of faith; 

The same tears trembling in the eyes 
The same fluttering lips; 

The same freshness of colour 
You stole from my face; 

The same sparkle of the stars 
You stole from my eyes: 

All entwined with a flame 
That burns the heart! 

But no! 

The spider is a prisoner 
In its own nest! 

Every day I weave 
Gossamer webs like these. 

No, it was not you— 

Framed in the doorway, 

It was only a Vision—alas! 
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TONIGHT 


At its best and fullest 
Is the moonlit night! 

The shining orb is like a glass, 

In the hands of the heavens 
Held aloft! 

And there filters down from it— 

Not light, but wine. 

Which makes everything 
It bathes, or laves, feel drunk! 

The sweet Saaqee of the skies 
Holds in hand the cup; and I, 

With happiness, am deeply drunk! 

No fear of hell or talk of heaven! 

There is only me and thy sweet self! 

Jucy lips, voluptuous eyes! 

Who, on a night like this, 

Would care for the morrow? 

Who on the heaven to come 
Would waste a thought? 

When the Messenger of Death will come, 
Or when even the little 
Happiness we have 
Shall be snatched away— 

Who knows? Then come, 
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Let us turn griet 
Tnto a transitory thing! 

Let us make sorrow 
Feel ashamed of itself! 

Let us make sorrow 
Till you and I lose ourselves 
In each other, sink into each other. 
And permeate each the other’s being— 
Leaving behind no You or Me! 

How attractive, 

And how alluring are your lips! 

How full of life, like ruby wine! 

It is not the juice of your lips 
1 drink tonight, 

But of Kausar 
The life giving liquid! 

Ah, Tonight I live; 

And this is a night 

Which never again shall come! 


DECEMBER 6, 1947. 


(Evidently refers to Partition of the sub¬ 
continent into Pakistan and India.) 

How perfect are the Sheikh 
And the Brahman in the method 
Of their Madness! 
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There are a thousand caravans, 

But all without an emblem, 

Or any thought of goal. 

With a rush the spring has come, 

But in a manner 
That an insane longing 
For poppies of the field and the rose 
Has risen like a storm, 

To extinguish the light of the heart 
And the inner eye. 

The caravan, no doubt, is on the move. 
But progress is dull. 

To proclaim the line of march. 

To gladden the heart, 

And to gather in stragglers. 

There is no tinkling of the bell. 

Nor is there a destination either. 

Oh, that blind impatience 
To bring in the Bride of Freedom! 

Only if some one had paused 
To part the curtains 
Of the mahmil a little. 

And seen what it was 
They were bringing in! 

If now the travellers 
Are sad and disheartened, 

The leader is not aware; 

Or perhaps he does not care. 

And what is this talk about pain. 
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Except that it embraces 
The istory of a shameless slaughter! 
Why open now this tale 
Of the slayer and the slain? 

And of the plane 

Where the slaughter was held? 

And mark this irony: 

As the Master of the ship 
Departed, to me he said: 

“Here lies the Bark; 

Here is the whirlpool; 

And there stands the seashore.” 

But how can I call 
My Present better than my Past, 
When the Paist was only 
An outcome of sorrow, 

And my Present the cause 
Of my grief at the outcome? 
Half-way, somewhere, 

Between love and selfish motive 
Lies the place of the Eye 
And the Heart: neither does blind 
But passionate love 
Always stand for truth; 

Nor is selfish motive always false. 
And now in a vein of poesy 
I but relate to the world my tale 
Of woe over the course of events— 
My tale of the gnawing pain 



At the vitals of my being. 

Look over there! You see, 

It is restless again 
To catch mine eye— 

That crowning glory 
Which formed the climax 
Of the beauty of my Vision! 

And as for the darkness 
Brooding over my doors and walls, 

It only proclaims to the world 
Even today those brilliant lights 
Are worthy of my brightest banquets. 
But now those charming friends 
Have departed and gone! 

Only their memories linger. 

And a picture of the rousing times 
With them we used to have! 
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HAFEEZ JAALUNDHAREE 


LONGING FOR LEISURE 

In yearnings vain 
For a little leisure, 

Time keeps ceaselessly 
Slipping past—like a lone leaf. 
Adrift on a river. 

Tossed and swung. 

When flung towards the bank, 
Should cast a longing look ashore, 
And wish it had the strength 
To pause awhile and rest, 

Enjoying for a fleeting moment 
The quivering shadows of the trees 
By the water’s edge! 

Or like a breath of wind, 

For ever on the move. 

When it flnds itself 

In a quiet corner of some garden. 

It longs to stop and saturate 
Itself with the fragrance 
Of flowers about to bloom! 

That is the way time flies for me— 
I am always drifting 
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On the lonely seas 
Of a wistful restlessness! 

These ceaseless anxieties 
Over the question of a living 
Leave me no leisure. 

I long to work and perfect my art; 
My poems I long to invest 
With a wealth of meaning: 

But the sullen decrees 
Of fate are so adverse 
I never get a chance 
To fulfil my vision. 

In this lack of a proper leisure 
Lies the tragedy of my life! 

On occasions I fling 
All care to the winds, 

And decide to have a real good time. 
I long for riches; 

1 long for a lucrative job. 

I long to work out plans 
For amassing wealth. 

But a rude shock I get 
When I recollect 
That for these as well 
Is needed leisure; 

And leisure in this life 
Is not for the living! 



A RAMBLE OF THE MOON 


A field, of flowers full. 

And rich with fragrance; 

A babbling brook; 

And a waterfall that raised up 
Storms; the lap of ripples 
At the foot of the hill— 

The beauty within beauty 
Of an intensified spring! 

And held by the magic of the scene. 
With wrapt attention, 

1 pondered the power and glory 
Of the maker of all! 

The town was absolutely still; 
And still was the jungle; 

Still lay the fallow fields, 

And gardens green. 

The body was still, 

The mind at rest. 

Silent the sailors. 

And silently their boats sailed 
On the boundless waves 
Of a silent sea. 

I stood and watched these things: 
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In silence I stood 
And watched them all! 

There was silence far and near; 
A silence in which there was 
Something queer; 

A silence that was beautiful, 

But awe inspiring— 

A silence that engulfed 
The world so deep, 

Noise itself seemed to create 
A kind of peace. 

Nothing but a deep peace! 

I watched these things: 

In silence I stood 
And watched them all! 

Parties drinking on the banks. 
Deep in their cups; 

And the recklessness of youth; 

The innate longing 

Of the human heart for reward, 

And fear of punishment; 

The superstitions and dreams; 

The life of a bubble. 

I watched these things: 

In silence I stood 
And watched them all! 


Beauty proud of itself— 



Disdainful cold: and the lover, 

Lost in the depths of devotion. 

The one oblivious of self; 

The other indifferent, unresponsive: 
Patience hand in hand 
With hard endeavour. 

I watched these things; 

In silence I stood 
And watched them all! 

A beautiful woman, 

Young and chaste, 

But dedicated to burning sighs. 

With death and disappointment 
Lying in wait; a young debauch, 
Drunk with vanity, 

Fiery and bold of hand. 

I watched these things: 

In silence I stood 
And watched them all! 

Unpleasantness and estrangement; 
Resentment and boiling anger; 

The inexorable needs of life: 

The entire range of human relations: 
Pure and frank on the surface. 

But dark and vile within; 

Clash and conflict; 

Reconcilliation and peace. 

I watched these things: 
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In silence I stood 
And watched them all! 

The mausoleum of a king. 
Neglected and ruined; 

And the grave of a beggar, 

With its throngs of pilgrims: 

The contrast between contented virtue, 
And the tragedy of wealth. 

I watched these things; 

I watched them all in silence— 

(And silently I wept!) 


I STILL AM YOUNG 

The air is keen and bracing; 
On the face of the flower 
Is a look of freshness; 

The nightingale warbles her song; 
And the spring is at its height. 
Whither away, O Saaqee? 

Come back, come here! 

What are you staring at? 

Pick up the glass. 

Pick it up quick: 

Fill it to the brim, 

And hand it to me: 
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Hand it over here. 

Look at the garden, you fool, 

And see how sacred is the moment. 
Look at those sable clouds 
Sailing on the far horizon. 

Watch that throng of drinkers 
On their way to the Tavern. 

Now what is this silly 
Misapprehension? Think not 
I am grown too feeble; 

Nor yet is the time 
For right eousncs.s— 

For still I am young! 

You talk of meditation 
And devotion; you prattle 
A great deal about salvation; 

Of the human desire for reward; 

Of the fear of hell: 

But listen, thou venerable Sheikh, 
Thou art indeed a curious being 
That thou thinkest of youth 
And the urge to love 
As separate things. 

When Beauty is decked out, 

And open to view; when every 
Movement and every gesture 
Raises a storm of passions 
At every turn; when the very air 



Breathes out a maddening incense, 
How can the urge to love and dare 
Help taking on a dangerous edge? 
Charming damsels, on mischief bent— 
Some to the right, and some 
To the left: when a whole 
Bevy of them invites you 
To let yourself go. 

What can a poor mortal do? 

But let us cut the argument short: 
Perhaps your view is right. 

Rather than mine. 

But that’s all beside the point— 

For still I am young! 

Those delightful rambles 
On the hills; those walks 
Along the margin of the river; 

The song of larks; and laughter 
Playing in the rosy dimples. 

Should you happen to meet 
Someone on the way, all your blues 
Melt into smoke away. 

Or if your luck be out, 

You would at least hear 

The shouts of joy 

And the laughter of others; 

Or catch the sound 
Of someone weeping. 



These tales of love; 

These voluptuous days 
Of rising youth; 

Languishing looks from one; 

From another the fire of cruel 
Disdain: the blue sky above, 

And the brown earth below— 
Sights which sink 
Deep into the heart! 

Oh how can I bear 
On them to turn my back? 

Death, you say, 

Is threatening at the door. 

But I do not believe it. 

Ah, not yet. Oh No— 

For still I am young! 

No worry about the tying 
Or untying of things; 

No worry over the high or low; 
Nor over IS and WAS; 

Nor the promise of any beloved: 
Neither hope, nor despair! 
Suspended all thought, 

And all sensation; near and far off 
Things lost to view; 

Everything non-existent; 
Everything nill, except the cup! 

Let there be the fullest communion 
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With the juice of the grape; 

Let the drinking be high 
And infinitely prolonged. And let this 
Mood of self indulgence 
Last for ever.’ 

Let’s have some music; 

Such as would heighten pleasure 
And banish pain. 

Let the quivering chords of the harp 
Kindle in my heart a fierce flame. 

Let the same cry be on every lip; 
“Do not pause, O Saaqeel 
Ply the cup—Ply On, 

For still I am young! 


IN THE CONTROL OF ANOTHER 

In the control of another— 
My heart is in the control 
Of Another! 

The dawn breaks in the east. 
And all the blackness 
Has fled from the world; 

But my poor home 
Lies in darkness still. 

Fleecy clouds hover in the west, 
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And the winds blow in drunken currents. 
O ye Inmates of the Tavern, 

Wake up, please, wake up! 

Ye who drink. 

And to others give to drink! 

Put poison into the sap of life— 

For my heart is in the control 
Of Another! 

In the control of another! 

My heart is in the control 
Of Another! 

In the garden the philomel sings; 

And the narcissus opens her eyes; 

The dew plays with pearls; 

From the mango clump the koel cries; 
And in my breast 
I feel a stab of pain 
Which almost drives me mad. 

The song of birdis probes 
Into every fibre of my being— 

For my heart is in the control 
Of Another! 

In the control of another! 

My heart is in the control 
Of Another! 

The day is done, 

The night has come; 

The stars shine in a session full. 


92 



But of her there is 
Not the slightest sign— 

Not even a glimpse! 

Many an evil apprehension 

I have driven away from my mind: 

In the misery of these interminable 

Hours, I have counted 

All the stars. No faith 

Have I in her promise, but the eyes 

Will not close in sleep— 

For my heart is in the control 
Of Another! 

In the control of einother! 

My heart is in the control 
Of Another! 

Why keep up this useless pretence? 
I well understand 
The nature of this love: 

Of this sweet advice 
For my own ‘good’, fold up 
And finish this worthless role. 
What possible concern 
Could I have with thee? 

Who am I? What’s my standing? 
This is always what love 
In this world is like: 

This is but the usual thing: 

This is what is always done. 
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Every hope has snapped— 

For my heart is in the control 
Of Another? 

In the control of another! 
My heart is in the control 
Of Another! 

Who can tell what love is? 
What is the heart? 

And what is the reality 
Behind the heart? 

Where lies the sweetness 
Of ruining oneself 
For the sake of another? 

Ah, but if you be 

An alien to pain, you cannot 

Understand these things: 

Only he can understand 
Who has gone through the fire. 
Look, thou o philosopher, 

If this world is mortal, 

Alas for love! Alas for youth! 
The fiames of a fierce fire 
Consume this heap of straw— 
For my heart is in the control 
Of Another! 
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BEAUTY AND DEATH 


Of humiliations 
Grown sick to the soul, 

Love at last was dead! 

All the stir, 

All excitment and commotion, 
It had taken away in its wake;- 
And the entire plane of life 
Was left a howling waste! 

It had died at last; 

Love at last was dead! 

Gone were those sighs, 

And the burning complaints; 
There was nothing left 
But a few bones. 

And a helplessness; 

And friendlessness; 

All crying—^weeping over life! 

It was dead at last! 

Love, alas, was dead! 

Of humiliations 
Grown sick to the soul, 

Love at last was dead! 



Death then tried her hand 
At the task of ruling over the world. 

It tried to make the Queen of Beauty 
Feel contrite and small. 

It said: “Let Beauty come 
And see the end of Life; 

The end of Youth: 

See enjoyment and pleasure. 
Resentment and anger. 

All trampled down: 

See the end of pride. 

Let Beauty come and see!” it said. 

All unconcerned, 

In almost a playful mood, 

With a supreme self assurance, 

Beauty then came along— 

Without a veil, audacious, 

Saucy and buoyant; 

Reckless over loss and gain; 

Indifferent to rise and fall; 

Happy, happy, happy: 

Happy and satisfied; 

Of sorrow and grief unaware: 

Without a veil, 

With a supreme self assurance 
Beauty then came along— 

Bold and laughing! 
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Even the winds 
Then held their breath. 

And trembled with fear; 

And the warbling nightingale 
Was hushed: and over the senses. 
Over all excitement 
There spread a kind of chill. 

Every sound dropped into silence; 
And the winds themselves 
Held their breath! 

For a battle royal 
Was now to be fought 

Between Death and Beauty. 

It had to be, 

For the issue of survival 
Had to be settled. 

So stupendous was the stake, 

The entire Creation 
Stood with bated breath: 

And the colour of life had fled 
From every living thing. 

Frozen stiff with terror, 

And rooted to the spot 
Were all mortal forms, 

All mortal beings. 

While the issue hung 
In the balance! 

This day between Death and Beauty 
A battle royal had to be fought! 


97 




And Beauty came to this battle 
Drunk with life. On the valley 
Of death itself shone her sun. 
Bright and fierce. 

The sun of life; 

Of success in life: 

Indifferent as to the beginning; 
Indifferent as to the end! 

Without a care, 

Reckless over the end: 

Surging life... .success in life- 

Beauty came drunk with life! 

And, as her careless 
Glance fell on the bones. 

Beauty laughed a curious laugh. 
Tinged with scorn, 

Before which her enemies 
Fell in swathes, and Death 
Stood there—all bewildered. 

Life was glad; it laughed in glee; 

And more and more 

The enemies fell in swathes— 

They fell as the careless 
Glance of Beauty 
Fell on the bones! 

Thus was the death of Love 
Invested with an honour, 

And a proud grandeur. 
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In the dead bones 

Life again began to flow.... 

But ah, was it something 
In that reckless daring, 

Or something in that proud. 

Disdainful look? Oh, the power 
Of that irresistable look! 

And thus was the death of Love invested 
With a proud distinction 
And a marvellous grandeur— 

A sublime and sweet grandeur! 


MY BEST POEMS 

These days there is a search 
For my best poems, and I wish 
I could relate the tale 
With the pathos it deserves. 

On one side was the urge to write; 
On the other anxiety 
For a livelihood. 

The conflict broke my heart, 

And a cry of pain and suffering 
Rose to the heavens above— 

A cry of pain and suffering 
Which took the form of poems 
I count among my best! 
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In the days 

When the means of life 
Depended on the paltry 
Sale of my poems, 

Moneyed people fixed my wages; 

And time after time 
They weighed my pearls 
Against worthless shells. 

My masterpieces of those days 
Indeed were marvels. 

There was laughter in them, 

But a laughter tinged with pain— 
Poisoned laughter. 

Which wrung out from my heart 
The poems I count among my best! 

There was a time 

When the success of social gatherings 
Depended on my participation; 

They likened me to a burning flame. 
And called me to every party; 

My compeers were proud 
To speak my language; 

And this communion with me 
Was taken as a mark of honour. 

The collections of fruit-gatherers 
Throve upon my Art. 

A medium new, and a new style 
Then came to my hand. 
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I mastered the art 
Of saying nothing, 

And this is a style 
Which no one can steal. 

In this style now I write 
The poems I call my best! 

Silence is the new form 
Of speech I have mastered; 

And this is an art 

Of which the Realm of Poetry 

Is proud. It is like a new magic— 

It is wonderful, supreme, 

Miraculous. It is a music 
That needs no instruments; 

It is a form without words. 

But pregnant with meaning. 

Pregnant with meaning 
Are the poems I call my best! 

I light my lamp now and hide it 
Under the folds of mine own raiment. 
Whenever I get a moment of solitude, 
A private sitting 
I arrange for myself. 

The music of my heart 
I hum within my own mind; 

Within my own heart 
I sing and dance. 

These poems now 



Never rise to my lips— 
The poems I call my best! 


THY GOAL IS VERY FAR 

Thy goal is very far, O Traveller, 
Thy goal is very far! 

These beautiful views of land and sea 
Are only highwa3mien 
Which rob thee on the way. 

The appeal of music, 

And the lovely colours of the rose 
Are but the folds of a veil 
To cloud thy vision, 

To befog thy mind; 

But what thou longeth for 
Is light, O Traveller, 

Thy goal is very far! 

Thy goal is very far, O Traveller, 
Thy goal is very far! 

Escape from the mahmil 

Of thy Laila, and fly 

From the presence of thy Sheereen; 

At the door of Beauty 

And its fascinations 

If thy heart ask thee to paus^ 

Do not listen: save thyself 
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From their grasp, O Traveller, 

Thy goal is very far! 

Thy goal is very far, O Traveller, 

Thy goal is very far! 

Underneath the charm 
Of the market place, 

Lies the snare of gold— 

A blind world, 

On which the worldly people 
Fall in utter blindness. 

Though weak and helpless. 

They are vile and proud— 

Vile and proud like Lucifer. 

But thy goal, O Traveller, 

Is very far! 

Thy goal is very far, O Traveller, 
Thy goal is very far! 

He who lacks the strength 
Boldly to meirch forward, leave him 
Happy with thoughts of Paradise; 

Let the Sheikh lean 
Against this prop: 

He is faint of heart, 

And fascinated by hopes 
Of Hoxiries. But thy goal, 

O Traveller, is very far! 

Thy goal is very far, O Traveller, 

Thy goal is very far! 
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The road is hard, and very long; 

Love alone can stay the distance. 
Reason for this journey 
Is a cripple at best; 

Intelligence all inadequate. 

O Traveller, thy goal is very far! 

Thy goal is very far, O Traveller, 
Thy goal is very far! 

Mountains high as Mount Sinai 
Lie athwart thy path. 

Of which the highest peak 
Is only a step on the way. 

If thy heart is clean and pure. 

And polished like a mirror. 

The Light of Medina shall shine 
On thee in all its glory. 

But remember, O Traveller, 

Thy goal is very far! 

Thy goal is very far, O Traveller, 
Thy goal is very far! 

The more thou advanceth, 

The more thy difficulties increase; 

The darkness thickens; 

But a point shall come 
When the light shall fall 
On thee like a sudden 
Fountain spouting forth. 

Somewhere here Moses lost his senses 
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At the very first step, 

And he got away cheap, 

For Mount Sinai itself 

Was burnt to an ash. O Traveller, 

Thy goal is very far! 

Thy goal is very far, O Traveller, 
Thy goal is very far! 

Whoever to the door 
Of the beloved goes, 

Whoever aspires to catch a glimpse, 

He must plough 
Through burning deserts. 

And swim through raging seas. 

This tradition stands unique, 

O Traveller, thy goal is very far! 

Thy goal is very far, O Traveller, 
Thy goal is very far! 

Some by the wayside fall, 

While some are lost 
In the mighty maze of Self. 

Others sleep on the Cross, 

Like Sarmad and Mansoor! 

O Traveller, thy goal is very far! 

Thy goal is veiy far, O Traveller, 
Thy goal is very far! 

In the cloisters are lessons 
On renounciation of this world; 
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On solitary meditation, 

And long penance; 

But forsaking a life of ease 
In palaces grand, who will 
Choose to live as a captive? 

O Traveller, thy goal is very far! 

Thy goal is very far, 

O Traveller, thy goal is very far! 

The Madman at the same time 
Who is intelligent and wise, Knows; 
The intelligent and wise man 
Who is mad, also knows 
No one else can compass 
These mysteries deep. 

When you follow this path. 

Your own friends turn alien 
And you march alone, O Traveller, 
Thy goal is very far! 

Thy goal is very far, O Traveller, 
Thy goal is very far! 

To melt like a candle; 

And burn like a moth; 

To melt and burn. 

And continue to burn— 

Who can stand the strain? 

O Traveller, thy goal is very far! 
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THE SONG OF AN ANGEL 


Watch the glories 
Of yon wonderful world! 

In the chords of my harp; 

In the colourful world of music; 

In the world of sweet, restful sleep 
Lies a World of Bubbles 
Which sordid people 
Call a World of Dreams. 

Watch the glories 
Of yon wonderful world— 

Soft, and sweet, and gentle! 

Very gentle, and very dear! 

Life is nothing but a dream; 
The sweet dream is nothing 
But sweet love; and sweet love 
Is the theme of my songs! 

These songs are the very essence 
Of my own sweet self! 

Life is nothing but a dream: 

To dwell in the heart. 

From the eyes 
To remain conceale(M 
The dream is nothing 
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But sweet love; 

And sweet love 
Is the soul of my song! 
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A PRAYER 

As far as the eye can reach, 
There is nothing in sight 
But an endless waste of desert sands; 
Nothing green to meet the eye; 

Not a flower wild, nor shrubs; 

Nor even straggling cactus; 

Nor a single blade of grass! 

Vague in the distance 
The far horizon, on every side. 

Only hems the senses in. 

Crushing the soul 
With a pitiless weight. 

Which deepens a hundredfold 
The mighty spell 
Of the vast expanse! 

Beyond the all pervading sense 
Of a loneliness so deep 
And tangible as almost to be seen 
Brooding over the sand dunes. 

There is nothing to meet the eye—• 
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Nothing at all, 

Save a limitless void 
Wherein the cheerless winds 
Gently sigh over the shifting sands, 
Searching in vain 
For even a dead leaf 
To ride on their wings! 

But behold the great 
Miracle of life! 

For each single grain of dust 

In this desert waste 

Breathes out a delicate fragrance— 

A fragrance that dwells 

In the soul of the landscape, 

And lingers in the air. 

Now, whose is the hand 

That saturates the desert sands 

With a thousand mingling perfumes, 

As though compounded 

From the essence of a thoixsand 

Fresh blown roses? 

I too carry within my heart 
A desolate world of ruined hopes. 
Into my being 
Despair has sunk so deep. 
Imagination lies benumbed; 

Memory fails to recreate 
A picture of the joys of spring; 


no 



Even the autumn hues 
Have faded from the skies; 

And there is nothing 
Left in life but a void, 

I know not how to fill! 

Power Divine! O Power Infinite! 
That with a thousand mingling 
Perfumes can invest 
The soul of the desert, 

I loo carry within my heart 
A desolate world of ruined dreams! 


TEARS 

Ah, how in words can I picture 
The tremulous world, infinite, 
Which lies in the compass 
Of the shining star 
That trembles in a tearful eye 
For articulate speech 
Is too inadequate here! 

Lo and Behold! 

Hidden in the breast 
Of the silver drop are waves 
Of a thousand palpitating hues— 
Waves of the twilight colours; 
Waves of the light of stars; 
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And wave upon wave 
Of an exquisite pain, 

Rolled and gathered 
In the narrow confines 
Of a tiny little crystal ball, 

Wherein they (low, on and on, 

Endless like eternity— 

And many another wave. 

In human language. 

Which still remains 
Without a name! 

From the autumn moon 
They come pouring down; 

From the brimful cup. 

To the uninitiated 
Known as pain, they flow. 

Waves for me transmuted 
Into a land of dreams; 

A land of Illusions and love 

For a moment which flashed 

From a pair of eyes behind a veil— 

Sublimely unconcerned 

With the pangs which shoot 

In every fibre of the being 

When desire is born; and unconcerned 

With all the consuming passion 

They inspire! 

In the silent shadows 
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Of dark despair 

These waves heave and swell, 

And roll without an end; 

They flow through the interminable 
Length of sleepless nights. 

Far from the petty vexations 
Of this earthly life; and far away 
From the bounds of time, 

In the deep solitudes 
Of fancy’s dreams they flow. 

While the stricken heart 
Looks to the cool dawn 
For a gleam of sympathy— 

But looks in vain! 


DESIRE 

The nignt, perhaps, 

Is cold and dark. 

But it isn’t desolate: 

For Desire comes shining 
Through the gloom 
Like a gleam of heaven. 

From the brimful cup of beauty 
Boseate fancies rise 
Like living realities: 

Eyes which formerly had quailed 
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And turned away, angry and confused. 
Under the weight of hungry looks. 
Themselves are raised 
In ardent invitations; 

And bodies charged with life 
In line and curve and colour. 

Such as hold the mind enthralled 
And spellbound, quiver like reeds, 
Caught in an inner storm 
Of overmastering madness; 

And frozen idols, cold, aloof. 

Which long had stood 
Only as distant objects 
Of a fruitless longing. 

In rapture melt, 

And sweetly mould themselves— 

To nestle deep in the fond embrace! 

With the images 
That swim and float unanchored 
In one’s range of vision. 

If one could only learn 
To people his world. 

There isn’t a desolation 

That will not bloom 

Into a perfect blaze of colour. 

Pulsating with life. 

In stormy seas, therefore. 

Though battered by dark 
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An mountainous waves, 

Let man with all his might 
Cling to his purpose: 

And the deepset longings, 

On the basis of which was reared 
The edifice of his being, 

Let him take the mightiest care 
To save from obliteration. 

For indeed it is 
With the force and urge 
Of longing alone 
That life remains young, 

And full of vigour; And thus alone 
Can the human soul maintain itself 
Above the petty plane 
Of sordid loss and gain! 


AUTUMN NIGHT 

Oh, the delicate beauty 
Of this enchanted chamber. 
Where the green spring tarries 
Awhile, and falls asleep! 

A silken silence, . 

Pale like amber gold; 

How deep, and how sweet it is! 
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How it lies scattered 
On the gleaming leaves; 

And how with the tangled 
Branches it lies 
Deep entwined! 

In the veins of this night 
There runs the joyous 
Recklessness and colour 
Of heady wines: for it is rich 
With the exhilaration 
And madness of Youth; 

It is rich with the passionate poppies, 
And the softer rose! 

On the stillness 
Lying like a polished mirror, 

There is not the faintest 
Breath of a sound. 

And a night of separation 
Means not death; 

For in this delicate home, 

Right in front of these desolate eyes 
There lingers, too, the memory 
Of that blissful night— 

A memory of silken curls, 

And glowing cheeks; 

And of those silent yearnings 
Of concious Beauty, 
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Intent on self surrender— 

Stirred by an artless, 

Sweet, spontaneous urge 
To charm and yield! 

In the deep shadows 
Of a silence profound. 

The silver night, 

In moonlight wrapped. 

Has fallen asleep. 

From this night would come 
The dawn, rich as a spring bud 
That carries in its heart the colour 
Of a thousand rainbows! 


VOICES FROM THE DEAD 

In the shrill winds 
Ranging over the plains of Delhi 
Is a ring of phantom echoes, 

As though some tortured souls. 

In the chains of death, 

Were wandering restless in the air— 
Struggling, in an unknown language. 
To convey to the people of Today 
A mysterious message— 

As if demented cries, 



Broken and tom. 

Went scattering with the winds! 
As if on these rambling, uneven 
Plains, at the foot 
Of these irregular hills; 

And these forlorn wastes. 

The Ghosts of vast 
And noble purposes, unfulfilled. 
Were writhing in the torments 
Of vain regrets, 

Caught in the flames 
Of an eternal fire! 

In these desolate gardens; 

In the ruined palaces; 

In the crumbling minarets; 

In the turrets and courtyards; 
And the stately halls, 

The silent air is not silent: 

For even the slightest 
Breath of wind goes 
Moaning through the ruins 
Like a long drawn out sigh! 

Echoes! Echoes! Echoes! 
Echoes of the awesome armies 
Of the Mughals Great, 

Which marched like waves 
Surging on stormy seas; 



Echoes of the inspiring deeds 
Of generals brave! 

Echoes of the ring of steel! 

And echoes of the firm 
And irresistable tread 
Of conquering heroes! 

What stirring voices were these 
Which the withering hand of Death 
Has turned into vague and haunting 
Echoes! What power which Providence 
Has put behind an impenetrable veil, 
Shrouding in a dark mist 
The tantalising lines 
Of things to come! 

And for those who face the Present, 

For those who must shape the Future, 
There is only an echo left 
To go upon—just an empty echo! 

A mass of voices, lost, confused. 
Restless, sad, and woe-begone. 

Have for centuries haunted 
These wastes, strewn with 
Boulders red—to keep them ringing 
With Phantom Echoes, 

Lest you and I forget! 



SONG OF THE TIME 


Sometimes in the beginning 
Of Tyranny, and sometimes 
When Oppression stood 
At the height of its power. 

Reeking with the smell 
Of innocent blood, 

At the instance of fearless heroes. 
Dedicated to the cause of truth. 
Humanity oft has risen 
In firm Revolt. 

There have been times 
When the downtrodden 
Had not a vestige of the means 
On which power depends; 

When there was no possibility of any 
Escape from the Tyrant’s grip; 

When the human mind itself 
Was held in chains. 

That is all very true: 

But also it is true 
That sick of suffering, 

Humanity oft has risen 
In firm Revolt! 
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Neither in hands 
Uplifted in prayer; 

Nor in the weeping and wailing 
Of women and children, 

Is there any power 
To bring about a change. 

Even God Himself has altered 
The destiny of nations 
Only when man at last 
Has risen in firm Revolt! 

These chains and these prisons 
Have always turned 
The life of millions 
Into misery and a curse. 

But courage, thou brave Moth! 

For in the general darkness 
Of Human History, 

The Torch of Freedom shows 
That pitted against the Tyrmit, 
Man, at last, has always 
Risen in firm Revolt! 


WAITING 

Ah, how old is the night? 
The vinos again 
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Are wet with the dew. 

How old is the night? 

Leaning against the leaves, 

Tired and languid gusts of the wind 
Are lost in a haze of dreams. 

At times in the stillness 
There rises a gentle sound; 

It trembles awhile on the air, 

Then ebbs away to the far horizon. 
In the distant shadows 
To be drowned. 

Cooling currents of the air. 

Heavy with dew, tremble a little; 
But soon they fall asleep. 

Oh, how old is the night? 

Again a fallen leaf somewhere 
Will turn on its side; 

Again the waves will quiver 
For a little while; 

Sleepless eyes again 
Will be raised with a new hope: 
They’ll probe the darkness 
Far and wide—in one direction. 

But pouring in from every side, 

The silence will close 

Over the vacant tracks of the sound, 

And all again will be still! 

Oh, how old is the night? 
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The silent, glimmering stars 
Make the silence more intense; 

Over that far off line of trees 
A perfect silence reigns supreme. 
On the deserted footpaths 
There settles at last 
A final brooding silence; 

And the flickering hope 
Fades out of the lights. 

O watchman, how old is the night? 


MARTIAL BAND 

Blood, Blood! 

Blood, blood, blood! 

Blood, blood! 

BLOOD! 

Swelling and rolling 
As swell and roll the waves 
Of an irresistable Hood, 

Come the strains of martial music. 
(Like plain and honest soldiers, 
who shoot straight and think straight. 
They speak the truth. 

The whole truth. 

And nothing but the truth. 

Despite the cant 
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Of high flown moral philosophies) 
Tis true the god of life 
In nothing takes delight 
So much as blood; 

And to the drab tale 
Of mortal man upon this earth, 

’Tis blood alone that lends 
A little colour. For, 

In the records of human history 
There is precious little 
But a glorification of blood, 

And celebrations in honour thereof. 
Warm blood.' Passionate blood! 

And swift blood! Thus rolling 
And swelling come the strains— 
Blood! Bloob! Blood! 

Blood! Blood! 

From death in this world 
There is no escape. 

Think deeply and well 
Over this central fact; 

And always remember 

That in the fatal meshes 

Of the love of life 

Whoever is caught, in the battle 

Of life he loses the day. 

Learn thou, therefore, to rise 
Superior to this dangerous delusion. 
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And thine eyes keep rivetted 
On the heights which represent 
The goal of thy life. When, therefore, 
To the alter thou bringest 
The offering of thine own life. 

In ecstasy dance over the joy of thus 
Fulfilling the purpose of life! 

Dance, oh dance! 

Dance! Dance! 

“Live, whatever happens.” 

To man this low and mean belief 
Has done the greatest harm : 

His sense of the dignity of life 
It has utterly marred and ruined. 

It has made him accept the bondage 
Of his own brother. 

One it wipes out of the field; 

In the breast of another 
It breeds ambitions unholy. 

And ringing through the ages 
Comes an iron voice: 

“Oppress these idiots. 

For they deserve no better. 

Being the scum of the earth! 

Oppress them, and exploit 
Without scruple—exploit 
In the name of the Throne, 

In the name of National Aspirations! 
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Oppress in the name of anything 
You like! Oppress to your heart's 
Content!” 

Thou simple creature! 

In the enjoyment of life 
What constitutes the soul. 

Is the qualit;/ of restless longing. 
Break thou, therefore. 

The tyranny of circumstances. 

The path of thy longings 
Is the Path of thy Choice! 

Indeed it is the only Path 
Of thine own Free Choice! 

The god of life stands watching. 

At the altar is nothing acceptable 
Today, except thy blood. 

Hot blood from thy heart, 

Gushing out strong and swift. 

Blood that is crimson rich. 

Blood! Blood! 

Blood! 

For the supreme sacrifice 
The hour has struck: 

On the high aims of life 
Keep thine eyes fixed; 

And bringing to the altar 
The humble offering of thine 
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Own life, in ecstasy dance 
At thy great good fortune 
In discharging thus 
The most sacred duty in life! 
Dance with joy; dance, OH Dance! 
DANCE! DANCE! 


THOUGHT & VISION 

(Refers to the terrible storm of murder and loot, 
rape and abduction of women which followed in 
the wake of Partition of the subcontinent into 
India and Pakistan.) 

What a poor, miserable 
Kind of life is this! 

From all sides comes darkness, 

And darkness alone. 

Piling up like black clouds; 

In the atmosphere no sound 
But that of sighs 
And shrieks of terror! 

The air is foul and sickly 
With the awful smell 
Of mouldering human flesh; 

Of blood congealed on the hearths; 

In the street, in the green fields, 

And out on the open roadside. 

No ray of light anywhere. 
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However forlorn and lost! 

The hidden, hideous chambers 
Over there, on the other side, 

Choking full of chaste and modest 
Women, divine in their innocence. 

Who must dance in their nakedness 
To adorn the revelries of wild beasts— 
Dance while their bruised souls 
Burn in the flames of their own shame— 
Dance, and smile, and sit still, 

To be clawed and ravaged: 

And not a single syllabic of complaint 
On their wan, but bitten and bleeding 
Lips must they bring! 

Here license and bloodshed. 

Murder, loot and plunder! 

And there Death herself stands 
Petrified in voiceless horror! 

Here, there, and everywhere 
A lot far worse than death! 

Oh, what a poor, and miserable 
Kind of life is this! 

A wounded heart was I, 

Crushed by the weight 
Of this terrible question— 

A mind mangled by this torture. 

When suddenly the Inner Eye opened; 
And I saw, in the dim and colourless 
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Light of centiaries past. 

Ancient sages, pale and silent: 

Sufees rapt in higher considerations 
Of the soul; reckless darveshes 
Who care for nought but God; 

And monks grave and serious. 

In their own language. 

All seemed to say: 

The Son of Man, throughout the ages. 
Has always been, like this, 

A most miserable sufferer! 

There never was a brave robe 
This world proudly arrayed itself in. 
But was hideously marred 
By ugly stains of innocent blood. 
Sprawling all across 
Its length and breadth! 

Here the path of Hope is the only 
Way to light and sunshine. 

Arise thou, therefore. 

And set alight again the dead flame 

Of the guiding torch 

With the fire of a new resolve. 

To the long suffering multitudes. 
Cowed down and timid. 

Show the way to greatness: teach them 
To fight against the storm. 

And enable them to rid the world 
Of the mean pests and wild beasts 
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Which infest the earth. 

For herein lies the duty of man. 
And herein lies the supreme 
Test of his worth. 

Herein lies leadership, 

And herein lies life itself I 


REVENGE 

(Refers to the murder, loot, rape and abducti<m 
of women which followed Partition.) 

With crime begins 
The punishment of crime. 

Those who sow oppression 
Reap oppression. 

Like the heart of a mirror 

Is the native quality of the universe: 

As soon as committed. 

Sin on the atoms 
Leaves a deep imprint. 

Life then leaps into flame. 

Impatient and furious to wipe it out. 

Fearful steel you have sown; 

A fire you have started 
Which thirsts for human flesh; 

You stand responsible 


130 



For the burning sighs which now 
Remain the only portion 
Of chastity outraged 
By beasts in human form: 

Responsible for a sea of scalding 
Tears; for the heart-rending wail 
Of helpless victims; for ghastly 
Scenes of babies hewn 
And torn to pieces 
In the lap of hapless mothers: 
Responsible for all these gaping 
Wounds in the heart of living Humanity. 
Like cattle driven to the slaughter, 
Masses of men, women and children, 
Staring stupid in the face of ruin. 
Disgrace and death! 

For all these horrors 
You stand condemned. 

You have been guilty of a crime 
That has desecrated and ruined 
The most sacred Altars 
In the human breast; 

And endless vistas of beauty, 

The human eye loved to contemplate, 
You have turned into howling wastes! 

But remember! The hand you raised 
Against a helpless creature— 

Its picture shall for ever live 



In the Conscience of the Universe. 
Life is always moulding itself 
To the mysteries of a Dream. 

The cry that rises 

From the heart of the victim 

Remains ringing in the air; 

Of the innocent blood you have shed, 
The Elements shall retain a record, 
Till the victims themselves 
Are strong enough to call for justice. 
“Look at us”, they will cry; 

“Look at us and feel 

What we have felt, and a Hell 

Prepare for those responsible. 

Wherein their bones 
Shall smoulder in fires slow 
That will not be quenched. 

Nor burn brightly, lest they 
Consume themselves and die away; 
Where even the desire 
To be burnt to death shall be a desire 
Never to be fulfilled— 

For they are the wild beasts 

Whose ‘pleasure’ lay 

In the violation of chaste women; 

And they are the fiends 
At whose inhuman excesses 
The earth itself shudders 
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And trembles with horror.” 

Then shall come a raging 
Flood of red hot lava. 

Wave upon wave. 

Till these wild beasts. 

And their wicked world. 

Are lost in liquid flames! 


THE BASIC PROBLEM 

This world is very beautiful! 

Of sunshine and fragrance. 

Of colour and comfort here 
There is no dearth at all. 

In every single beam of light. 

In every spectrum each component 
Part doth flash a thousand 
Wonderous manifestations. 
Awakening each a magic new, 

And putting on view 
A new world every minute— 

A world of glory. 

And great illuminations. 

And if there is darkness here. 
It brings its own solace. 
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Which penetrates to the inmost 
Receses of the body and soul, 

Like the wafting breath of a cool breeze 
When the day is hot. 

This world is very beautiful! 

For a hidden hand adorns it 
With glimmering stars, 

With silken shoots. 

And tremulous tendrils which grip 
With a force and pertinacity 
Only they can appreciate 
Who have had a taste; 

Adorns it with tender buds; 

With branches green. 

Which interlace in superabundance; 
Adorns in a manner so marvellous, 

If only you open your eyes, 

It is always sunshine. It is a world 
Whore every single moment 
Brings a new dawn. 

And as for the supreme 
Emphasis on freshness here, 

There isn’t a moment 

Ever repeats itself. The eye. 

Engrossed in watching Beauty 
Arraying its charms 
In forms of fresh appeal. 

Has never a look to spare 
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For anything else. Truth to tell. 
There is nothing but Beauty here. 
Beauty, Beauty, Beauty everywhere. 
And nothing else besides! 

This world is very beautiful! 

But even in this great concourse 
Of a deep and general rejoicing, 

Man I have always found 
Aggrieved and sad! 

Now why is he always sad? 

Oh, why is he always sad? 


IN THE WILDERNESS OF LIFE 

There are no pathways here; 

No beaten tracks. There is only a vast. 
Immeasurable sweep of the desert 
Wherein the virgin sands, every minute, 
Renew their freshness. 

New footprints come. 

But as they come, they are obliterated. 
Every step here is an end in itself: 

It has its own place in the great plan. 
And its own great purpose to fulfil. 

Buried beneath layer upon layer 
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Of the billowing sands. 

There lies an endless succession 
Of forgotten centuries. 

With precious records 
Of thought and culture 
Hidden deep in their silken folds. 

But on these inconspicuous. 

Unmarked graves of by-gone ages 
There reigns the silence of Time: 

And on the surface 
There is nothing visible 
But an endless stretch 
Of desolate wastes. 

On all sides there lies 
The same untamed wild, stretching 
Farther than the eye can reach. 
Difficult and forbidding, 

Even to the point 

Where it chills endeavour— 

Almost inaccessable. But in these 
Forbidding and barren crags 
(Of which the giddy heights are never 
Attained except by a lone eagle 
Soaring in solitary flight) ; 

In these burning sandhills; 

And the torid, dusty plains. 

The same tantalising, encouraging 
Finger beckons on and on— 
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Towards a goal which recedes; 

Or it melts away in the distance, 

The moment it is reached. 

Yet the long, interminable 
Caravan of life is ceaselessly. 

Eternally on the move. 

There are no pathways here. 

No beaten tracks: there is only a never 
Ending continuation of flowing sands. 
Where terrific whirlwinds 
Range the plains like fiends of fury; 
And terrible storms 
Of which the scorching, 

Searing breath burns 
Like the breath from unholy fires 
When lashed and maddened 
By potent poisons. 

Weary in soul and body, 

Parched lips caked with dust. 

As the pilgrim comes. 

Wave after wave of mirage 
Laughs over his misery: 

Desire leaps up in the heart 
Like flames which lick around 
With an intensity and fierceness ^ 
That puts to shame the fierceness 
Of the fires of Hell. 

And deadly whispers, faint and far oft. 
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Broaden out and deepen into the terrible 
Roar of the Simoom. 

Yet nothing daunted, 

Courageous feet advance boldly 
For a trial of strength and nerve. 

There are no pathways here, 

No beaten tracks: 

On all sides the same desert, 

With the same immeasurable sweep; 

The same brooding sense 
Of insurmountable odds; 

And the same fascinating, 

But treacherous goal. 

Beckoning on and on. 

On this difficult journey 
Nothing but inexhaustible power 
Can carry the pilgrim through— 

A journey without a cheering landmark. 
Or a guiding sign, save that it lie 
In his own strength of will. 

Truth to tell, power itself 
Is here the Way and the Goal, 

Weak and faltering feet 
Cannot go forward a single step; 

And neither can they retreat, 

For the way back demands 
The same gruelling toil 
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As the onward march. 


No pathways here, 

No beaten tracks. There are only 
Storms, and trials, and tribulations. 
But for those who have the strength 
To ride through, they are not only 
Easy, they also yield 
That deep delight, keen as mustard. 
Which healthy minds hail 
As the supreme joy in life! 


MOMENTS 
My moments. 

On bright and sparkling buds. 

In the days gone by, are sprinkled 
Like shining drops of dew. 

In the soft and silken warmth 

Of a face and form 

Aglow with the freshness of youth 

They lie submerged. They lie 

Dissolved in the magic 

Of a supple branch. 

Swaying with the weight 
Of fresh blown roses. 

And they lie steeped in an air 
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Drunk with the beauty of burning 
Cheeks and lusterous curls. 

They lie embedded in the wild 
And fierce fiames of wild desire. 

They lie entwined in the brooding 
Silence of tangled twigs, 

Jutting out from the past— 

Gaunt and bare! And they are 
Lost in the stillness 
Of a haze of tears! 

And sometimes 
There comes into my eyes 
A ray of beauty so divine. 

Of all my Moments a sudden reflection. 
Overwhelming, illumines the whole world, 
Like a flash of lightning. 

And goes trembling through the heart 
In restless shafts 
Of a splintered light! 

This quivering world 
Of broken sunbeams 
I stand and watch; and into my being 
There soakes a sense profound 
That stage by stage. 

On the Path of Truth and Beauty, 

Thus these Moments have always shone, 
And thus will continue to shine 
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In the future, for ever, and Evermore! 


AGAIN THE EVENING COMES 

Again the evening comes! 

The stirring saga of the sun 
Is done with and finished. 

To keep these tears illumined. 

The mind must now 
Invent another pretext. 

Again in failure ends 
The restless longing 
For a deep embrace: 

Again the evening comes, 

The day has darkened! 

Even in the depth and peace 
Of the moonlit night 
I could not close my eyes! 

In those dark shadows. 

In that world of a soft. 

Subdued, but a stabbing 
Loneliness of the mind— 

From that soft, but unendurable 
Tone of light and shade, and colour, 
I was restless! 

I could not close my eyes! 
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This drunken air has brought again 
The memories of other days around me. 
Which creep upon the mind 
Like silent shadows, 

To take one unawares! 

On the leaves asleep on the trees 
And strewn on the ground 
A symphony of sounds 
Yields a melody sweet, 

That trembles and bends, 

And ripples, with the rise and fall 
Of waves in the wind! 

With a magic soft and low 
Is the air replete: 

Oh, this inexpressible 
Magic of the drunken air! 


LONELINESS 

Sweetheart mine! 

Thou light and joy of my life! 
Thy memory leaps up 
In the heart like a star. 

In the gathering gloom 
And silence of an evening 
Which springs into view. 

And makes everything shine— 
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Bathing the hills and valleys. 
And every earthly sight. 

In a glorious light, 

Scattering the charm 
And glow of life, 

To right and left, 

And all around! But ah! 

Then it fades from the mind. 

As if it were nothing at all! 
Nothing beyond the Evanescent 
Magic of the Moments! 

As if the whole world 
Were a dreary waste— 

Silent, and cold, and dark! 


THE DEAD END OF DUMB DESIRE 

Of physical distance 
Between you and me 
There’s very little. 

For you are always near. 

Always by my side. 

But for that single syllable 
Of the heart’s desire, 

And that inner consuming fire. 

How deep and desolate 
Is the world of weary wastes 
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That lies betwixt— 

That lies in the silence, 

Unrelieved which stretches 
Without an end, like a shoreless sea— 

A pitiless gulf 

That cannot be bridged! 

Borne on the breast 
Of these mute Moments, 

I am drifting farther, and farther 
Away from light and life 
As symbolized in that 
Liquid look of your eyes! 

Of physical distance 
Between you and me 
There’s very little, 

For there you sit 
In front of my eyes— 

So near that I could touch you. 

If I wished, by simply 
Stretching out my arm: And here am I, 
With the deepest, fiercest longing 
Clamouring in my breast. 

But the voice embodying 
The crying need of my heart 
Is dumb, held captive 
In dungeons dark which your eyes 
Will never pause to penetrate! 

As here I sit by your side. 
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With my hands lying dead 
On the arms of this chair, 

The inner flames leap up fiercer: 
They wreathe and curl, 

And lick around my heart, 

While tangled in my even breathing 
Come sparks which burn 
Upon my lips! 

But you of all these things 
Remain sublimely unaware! 



KALEEM (ALA-UD-DEEN) 


RUBAAIYAAT 

For prophetic vision my cup 
Is the mirror of inspiration; 

Of the ultimate end my cup 
Determines the shape and tone: 
By the Consciousness of Time 
Which still remains unconceivcd— 
With the message of that Age, 

O Saaqee, my cup is replete! 

« « * 4 > 

In all circumstances 
Only of myself I sing; 

In mine own vastness 
I remain enclosed: 

No concern have I with others; 

To myself alone. 

At the alter of the inner 
Spark within me, 

1 bend my knee! 




Kaleem (Ala-ud-Deen) 





Tales by centuries pieced together 
Are torn up in the twinkling of an eye; 
And countless ages 
Are squandered in a moment 
Thou simple heart! 

The uncontrollable tumult 

Of a stormy urge for self-expression 

Scatters to the winds, in a flash, 

The vast treasures 
Of the mighty oceans! 

* * III 

Of the pleasure-house 
Of this earthly life Beware! 

Beware of this world 
And its alluring snare! 

It is not a vain nor an empty sound 
In my heart I carry concealed. 

Ye comrades! 

Of my cry of pain and distress 
Beware! 

* * nt m 

Extremely delicate 
Is the atmosphere of the garden. 

Gently play, O plaintive musician, 
Gently play some music soft! 

Take care you do not disturb 
The drowsing drops of dew: 
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Only for the wakeful blooms 
Some mild tune— 

Sweet and low, 

Sweet and low—and soft! 

» « « * 

A heart to the pungency of life 
Awakened by the impact of pain; 

A heart with pulse and passion athrob 
Will brook of no restraint! 

A heart in flux, that strains 
To drain itself of life— 

It needs must melt into blood 
And drip from the eyes! 

I have come along! 

As usual I have come along! 

Obedient to thy command, 

O thou intoxicated eye, 

I have come along! 

A goal, of course, I have; 

But what’s to be done? 

For a weary distance from that goal 
I have strayed away, 

And it cannot be helped! 

* * * * 
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In the grey dawn, pungent 
Memories of the evening gone! 
Memories of the sparkling cup! 

Of the ruby wine which glowed 
Like fresh blown roses! 

They abide in the heart 
Like a rankling thorn— 

Memories of the wine 
From the cup overflowed! 

Of the glass upraised to the lips, 
Which the Fates smote from the hand 
And dashed to bits! 

* * « * 

Ah, how can I concede 
What they say is right? 

What are these people saying to me. 
When life’s witness 
Belies the things they say! 

For this perpetual pain 

Which never abates and never ends. 

That pleasant fiction 

Of a future paradise 

They call a proper recompense! 

« ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Reflected in the Mirror of Today 
I wish the secret were revealed: 
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An essence of the days to crane 
Projected on the chequered screen! 
And in destiny’s dungeons dark, 

I wish—oh, how I wish 
Some door were open thrown 
By the surging flood 
Of Fancy’s Dreams! 

* * * * 

In every age I stand 
As a streaming headline 
For the wildness of thy mood. 

In fact, a stepping stone 

For a comprehension of that wildness! 

Through me alone 

The intensity of that mood 

Is being sustained! 

And I am, too, the collar torn 
Which gives away that mood! 

* * * * 

From the Book of Life itself 
I read, now from here, 

And now from there: 

For a tale of the restlessness 
Of life I relate! 

Now close your eyes, O Kaleem, 

And steel your heart; 



For from all points of the compass 
On the road to thy Goal 
Flash deceptive gleams 
Of the Mirage of Life— 

Now from here, and now from there! 



MEERAJEE 


EVOLUTION 

Hearses are lying at every step: 
Pick them up and go! 

What are you waiting for? 

This is your task, not mine; 

Your work for the day* and the next. 
But all absorbed in the petty, 
Pressing cares of the moment 
You think, perhaps, 

Neither the day that is gone, 

Nor the one to come 
Holds any promise for you. 

There is nothing to be gained 
By wasting time in useless 
Thoughts like these. The corpses 
Are piled up everywhere: 

Pick them up and go! 

How long will the flowing tears 
Continue to flow? 

Arise now and wipe them off! 

What is this path 
But a long and narrow 
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Meerajee 







Chamber of the grave. 

Into this chamber, only one 
Corpse will go at a time. 

Will you then remain 
Creeping and cringing 
In efforts vain to hold away 
From the Decrees of Fate? 

The corp.ses are lying piled up: 
Pick them up and go! 

The chamber of the grave stands 
Agape—like the wide open mouth 
Of a greedy man, sore ahungered. 
With no prospect of a fresh, 

Or even a stale morsel 
Anywhere in sight; 

And the hungry mouth remains open, 
Like an ugly, staring void! 

Come, pick up the corpses! 

Pick them up at once; look sharp! 

In front of your eyes 

Are piles and piles of corpses: 

They foul the air everywhere. 

Pick them up and go! 

In graves deep and dark 
Leave them to sleep in peace. 

And when the dead have been buried, 
Your own life, which today is dead, 
May, perchance, be quickened anew! 
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SUPPORT 


In the drops of dew 
There is no salt! 

Should the flower desire, 

In a flash, fully to comprehend 
How its night is destined to end. 

To the cool and gentle 
Breath of the wind 
It should address itself and say; 
“Now go, kiss her tears!” 

But on kissing her tears 
It began to be felt that a single tear, 
A single drop in an instant 
Becomes the wide blue sea. 

And dominates the lone bark! 

And what does it matter 
In the drops of dew 
If there is no salt? 

Even if there had been any, 

A bit of difference 
It couldn’t have made: 

Swimming and swimming in it 
For ever so long, the flower 
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Couldn’t have reached its goal. 

It couldn’t have turned 
Into a boat! 

But what is a flower? 

Is it you, or I? 

I am the flower, not you. 

You are only a lonely bark 
On the wide blue sea, for ever adrift, 
Which never doth pause 
For even a single moment. 

When at all did you realise 
In the drops of dew 
There is no salt? 

On the basis of vain talk, 

Under the spell of happy nights, 

You think that every moment. 

Expanding itself 

In a single beat of the heart. 

Can overcast the six dimensions— 
Like the pause in a dark night 
In separation spent. 

Which stirs up a pleasure 
Side by side with pain. 

Here, take this cup! 

In it there still is left 
A little of the poison of grief, 

Which having tasted once, 
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I have ever since been trying 
To run away from my own life! 
Talking is not the slightest use: 

Every sign for me 

Is a snare of words. Caught in it, 

The birds helplessly 

Beat their wings and cry. 

Then crying and crying, 

They sink into silence, 

Thinking the night itself 
Would act like a balm 
For the swelling pain— 

The night of which the dewdrops 
On the moist leaves of flowers 
Bring with them the savour 
Of souls on fire, of which the tongue 
Doth take a taste, and then exclaims: 
‘‘Why, say now, is there no salt 
In the drops of dew?” 

Look, there in the distance, 

A lone bark in the blue sea 
Approaches slowly. But how was I 
To know that distant things 
In a while will come so near? 

Think for a moment, please. 

Sealed was the relationship 
Of the pledge in imagination: 



But now it begins to unfold itself. 
Slowly a new form 
Is coming into view. 

A new form, though some 
Of the features are still familiar. 
And on the basis of every moment, 
And every tear, 

Stands in the distance 
A palace blue—and in its roof 
Are two chandeliers! 


GOD 

Thee, when did I ever see? 

O Eternal Soul! 

In thoughts deep and countless. 
Like the stars at night, 

Lies Thy abode. In the skies, 
At morn and evening time, 

Are glorious colours; 

And marvellous patterns 
Of light and shade 
Play in the valleys below. 

But alas! For these glories 
The beggar’s eye lacks the taste! 



Thee, when did I ever know? 

O Eternal Soul! A song Thou art, 
But when did I have a taste 
For music? Only in Matter 
Is my soul embedded: 

From the sense of touch alone 
I feel the sweetness of the fruit; 

And when the roses blow. 

Their fragrance only goes 
Scattering with the breeze! 

It is mine own poor eye. 

Mine own poor perception: 

How, and to whom, can I presiune 
To apportion blame? 

Thee, when did I ever appreciate? 
O Eternal Soul! Only a lump 
Of dry clay there was; 

But in the twinkling of an eye 
It awoke to life: the restless winds 
Bore it away on their wings; 

Then no shore was left— 

No shore at all! The wide firmament 
Turned into a mere sign 
Of the ultimate goal: like a wheel 
Revolving at a giddy speed, 

Thoughts iimumerable and deep 
Fused into one, to form a mirror, 
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In which there flashed for a moment 
The image of every man 
In his own colour! And for an instant 
The wide firmament was no more 
Than a mere sign on the road 
To the ultimate goal! 

Thee I have seen, O Eternal Soul! 
Beyond a fire of the mind 
Thou art nothing: for an eye 
Which nothing can perceive 
But outward form, 

Only fear embodied in stone: 

Nothing beyond the Reality 
In mine own heart! 

And in my heart 
There is nothing but Love! 


CALL OF THE SEA 

These whispers say: 

“Now come please! For years 
I have been calling thee. 

So that a deep fatigue 
Has settled on my heart!” 

At times only for fleeting moments, 
At times for long spells, oft before 


1S9 



1 have heard these calls. 

But the voice coming now 
Is passing strange. 

The act of calling 

Never has tired anyone before; 

Nor perhaps it ever will in future.. 

“My darling child!” 

“How I love you!” 

“Look here, if you do that again, 

I shall never forgive you.” 

“Oh God!”. 

Sometimes a sob, sometimes a smile; 
And sometimes only a frown. 

But these sounds 

Have always flowed like this: 

Through them alone this transient life 
Mingles with Eternity. 

This unique call, 

Pervaded by a deep fatigue, 

Threatens, however, to drown 
Every other sound. 

There is no quiver now in the eyes, 

No smile on the face, 

Nor even a frown: 

Only the ears continue to hear! 

This is a garden. The winds wave; 
The buds burst open and scatter 
Their fragrance on the air; 




The flowers bloom, then fade, 

And die and fall, spreading out 
A velvet carpet on the ground, 

On which the fairies of my desire 
Flow past with a charming grace— 

As though the garden were a mirror. 

In this mirror every form was clearly 
Imaged; then it faded away: 

It faded away completely. 

Never to rise again! 

This mountain is silent and still. 
At times a gushing fountain asks: 
“What’s there beyond those rocks?” 
But for me the foot of the mountain 
Is enough. At the foot 
Of the mountain is a valley; 

In the valley a stream: 

And the boat drifting in the stream 
Is the mirror—in this mirror 
Every form was reflected clear. 

But in a moment it began to fade, 
Never to rise again! 

This is a desert— 

Stretching far and wide— 

Without water, without verdure— 

A howling waste! The whirlwinds 
Bange like solid spectres 
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And demons fierce; 

But in the far off distance 
My eyes are fixed 
On a clump of treesi 

There is no desert now; 

No mountciin, and no garden: 

No quiver in the eyelids; 

No smile on the face; 

Nor ever a frown! 

Only a unique voice saying: “Too long 
Have I been calling thee. 

Till on my heart has settled a deep 
Fatigue!” But the act of calling 
Has wearied no one before, 

Nor perhaps it ever will in future; 

And this call is only a mirror: 

I alone am weary, perhaps, 

Of calling and calling someone 
Who never seems to come! 


THE VOID OF NOTHINGNESS 

Should gusts of the wind 
Come straying here, say to them: 
“Here there is nothing you might 
Wish to take away with you. 
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There is nothing here 

On seeing which you too might wish 

You as well had something like it!” 

There is no wayfarer here. 

Nor a destination either. 

There is nothing here at all! 

Only of fleeting moments 
The fiery feet are moving, 

Scorching, burning, 

And destroying things— 

Impressing upon everything 
The utter futility of Being! 

Should gusts of the wind 
Come straying here, say to them: 

“All these places of worship, 

These towns and villages, 

Of the sad story of life 
Are but the tragic traces. 

At every door have I looked in; 
Clambered to the top of every wall, 
Dreaming that every window 
Was a palpitating heart—^but only 
To feel a devastating secret: 

That of fleeting moments 

The fiery feet are always on the move! 

Here they annihilate, 

And there a new picture make. 

But will the life that is past 
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Ever meet the life to come?.... 

Who knows! 

Should gusts of the wind 
Come straying here, say to them: 
“Everywhere is a snare of distance, 
Everywhere Time doth stand 
Like a demon, as if, of the universe. 

He were an endless reflection. 

Which oftener by transforming itself 
Wilfully into an illusion of thoughts. 

But sometimes as though by mistake. 

Were seeking to persuade 

The eye of the victim 

That things here only bespoke 

Of the impending state of Nothingness; 

That even the state of Nothingness 

Held out to it a beggar’s bowl. 

Since it was through Time alone it throve!” 

Should gusts of the wind 
Come straying here, say to them: 

“Of the sad story of life, even 
The dazzling light has faded out; 

But fading out, it has not 
Turned to darkness. For here 
There is neither darkness nor li^t! 

Here there is Nothing at all! 
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Makhtaar SIddeeqee 



MUKHTAAR SIDDEEQEE 


RECOVERED WOMAN 

(Refers to the terrible storm of murder, rape and 
abduction of women which followed Partition.) 

Beautiful, but pale; 

Slender, in simple garb. 

Of which the plainness itself 

Bespeaks tragedy! 

Weary in soul and body; 

With a heart most painfully bruised 

And lacerated by shameless, inhuman 

Brutes: forlorn and listless; 

Without a vestige of life, 

Or of any interest 

In her surroundings! 

Eyes which once were sweet 
Now swim in sorrows, 

And look like a pair 
Of unfathomable pools. 

Which hold in their tragic depths 
A tale of the most unspeakable woe. 
Whereat the world shudders with horror. 
Even ere yet the hideous wounds 
Are laid bare before the eye! 



A frail boat. 

From its moorings torn, 

And lost in the storm. 

Has by the wanton winds and waves 
Been flung back on the seashore. 

And glory be 

For the happy deliverance. But, 

In its great loneliness of life, 

The heartrending tragedy. 

From hour to hour, must keep 
The ghastly wounds fresh— 

No one knows how long! 

For the future alone can tell 
When and where, if ever, 

The poor, miserable, broken bark 
Will find the joy and peace 
Of moorings fresh and worthy! 


A NIGHT 

(Theme the same as in the poem above.) 

Of those searing cries for help 
The memory again has leapt into flame. 

In the rising intoxication of sleep 
A moment ago which had been drowned; 
And piercing through the heart 
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Go those soundless whispers 
Which had seemed to grow faint 
In a sea of fading wakefullness! 

No more now for me the sweet comfort 
That lies in being close to you, 

Though it was only a moment ago 
In the hollow of my arm 
You fell asleep! 

These whispers say: “Like a wafting 
Fragrance were these people 
Whose brightest paradise now 
Is worse than the darkest hell! 

How beautiful and well beloved, 

But now condemned 

To a life of slavery 

In th hands of those vile beasts! 

Only in the unquenchable fire 
Of their hopeless desire 
Now lies their tragic existence! 

Would to God the days come soon 
When we too shall begin 
To be treated as human beings! 

The hand that now controls 
This heaven of ours on earth, 

Would to God the days come 
When we bring its schemes to nought. 
And our valleys and mountains 
We can call our own!” 
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A deep silence han{^ 

Trembling in the air; 

A gentle breath of wind, 

Branch by branch, 

Has been touching the leaves 
Into a dreamy wakefullness. 

But in every vein 

And fibre of my being 

Flows a deep, indefinable pain; 

And to the sinking heart 
Is intolerable even the gentle 
Twinkling of the stars! 

But those whispers continue: 
“Carefully look, and recognise them. 

Of those poor, miserable souls 

You deserted and left behind on the way, 

These are the caravans lost— 

Loft behind by you 

Who so pretend to rejoice 

At the prospect of odds 

To be conquered! When your goal 

You had safely reached. 

What great resolves, born of a sense 
Of dignity and honour, 

You nursed in your breast! 

Nursed with every breath 

You dreic in safety! Or else, why this 



Long chain of plans and plans, 

And only plans to recover 
Those who sacrificed themselves 
That you cross the line 
And live in peace? 

Why your love for them 

ilose to a clamour 

Only after your arrival here? 

Why the exacting dictates 
Of your marvellous sense of honour 
Waxed into a maddening pain 
Only when in peaceful homes 
You had settled yourself?” 

Downcast look the stars 
In this dewy night; 

Soon the moon will set: 

Already its light is fading slowly! 

A flood of tears wells up in my eyes! 
Look darling, every single 
Lock of your hair 
On my shoulders is wet! 

Still in my ears 
The merciless whispers go on: 

“Done with and finished 
Are those fond dreams! 

From now on, human habitations 
And desolate wastes will for ever 



Bear the marks of innocent blood, 
Which shine like scarlet poppies! 

Life is worthless now: 

There is nothing left 
In victory or defeat, for Today 
A whole world has gone insane 
With the smell of blood; 

And Leadership lies in hands 
Swayed by a mad desire 
To destroy without an aim! 

Learning and wisdom everywhere 
But tamely submit to fiendish dictates 
As though they were the noblest, 

The highest, and the most consecrated 
Purpose of the human heart! 

As if they were the cream 
Of centuries of struggle 
And progress, and the final goal itself 
Of the Evolution of Man!” 

Soon now will fade 
The glimmering stars! 

The soft light of the moon 
Will soon be gone! 

With the weight of a dewy coolness 
The calm air seems heavy! And lo! 
In an instant everywhere 
The moonbeams already 
Have slipped away! 
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And now gets vocal 
The restlessness that rankles 
In the breast: “This world 
Is a mighty farce! How terribly 
And hopelessly out of order 
Is the task of living in it! 

All long for power, 

For pomp, and pleasure; 

But there is no question 
Of a bargain for death. 

Though ever so noble the cause! 
Without a cheering sight. 

Without a ray of light, 

In an inky darkness. 

The night here must be passed— 

As if this wretched life were only 
A kind of forced charity paid to cheat 
And keep destruction off. 

A state of being wherein. 

As long as we live, we go in terror 
Of being deprived of that gift, 

But ill deserves to be called Life! 

And the hardest irony of fate is this: 
By the time the day 
Dawns after this night. 

We might well have destroyed 
All that is best in us, 

Fighting each against the other, 



Killing and getting killed, 
Serving the ends 
Of a most ignoble purpose 
As long as we live!” 

On the horizon 
Runs a faint line of white: 

On the other side, 

The evening of another world 
Is calling the sinking stars! 
But you, my precious. 

Still in the hollow of my arm 
Lie curled in peaceful sleep! 


DECLINE 

Of all the things, 

Only the first little slip of Man, 
Through the ages. 

Has failed to be duly appreciated! 

Else, of the suppositions 

Of moral philosophies 

The waning shadows 

Have everywhere been turning 

The ‘bad* of yesterday 

Into the 'good* of today. 

For, indeed, these prohibitions 
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And sanctions always were 
Like slippery drops of water, 

Of which not one on the oily face 
Of the pitcher of Time 
Has ever maintained itself. 

Of trampled and outworn tradition, 
Through the countless centuries, 
Man is the martyr. 

Who knows if the Paradise lost 
Ever really existed or not? 

And yet of this world 

The fed up escapists 

Against that little slip 

Maintain a standing complaint! 

“With that slip our troubles began.” 

Yes; but if it had not been 

For that, we too, perhaps. 

Would have never been! 

Now, is there an achievement 
From Religion and Science 
Which has not been demanded? 

But along with this most successful 
Effort, and a far reaching vision, 

A blindness has always persisted. 

It was no fault of Man, I know: 
And how can I help saying this 
Since myself I belong 
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To the same tribe. 

But the flash that dazzled our eyes 
In that Paradise of old, 

From that moment to this very day, 
With the same tremendous Lightning 
We have had to deal. 

Undeniable is the power 
Of Religion and Science; 

But the delicate needless of our fate 
By the same old magnetic pole 
Have always been swayed. 

Of which the charm and the lure, 
And the great surpassing mystery 
Still defy the Scientist, 

The Sceptic, and the Saint! 

Indeed she could not have helped 
Developing into the Better Half 
Of Man, when. Godlike, 

She had in command 
Such a wide and varied range 
Of capacities and capabilities 
To manifest herself? 

She is at times a sister sweet; 

At times the sacred 
Self of the mother: 

And she is that magnetic 
And potent personality 
Alone for Man 
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Illumines the dark night 
Of his life upon this earth! 

A face of bewitching beauty, 

Cool and radiant like the moon; 

A wealth of raven hair, profuse, 
Falling loose, and tumbling around 
Like the deep, mysterious spell 
Of a pitch black night! 

Lo and Behold! 

In her own self she combines 
All those charms of nature 
Most which grip the heart of man! 

And mark this crowning marvel: 
The very Paradise lost 
Through that little slip, 

Is the one now said to lie 
Underneath her feet! 

And yet some people venture 

To hold this Image of God 

To its Nature and Purpose 

Has not held true! ’Tis evident that 

That little slip of man, 

Through the ages, has failed 
To be duly appreciated! 



RUINED VILLAGE 


Scorched and blackened trees; 
Habitations burnt; dried up crops; 
And barns reduced to a cinder! 
This heap of ashes 
Is the grave of IS and WAS! 

Desolate lie the panghat 
And chaupaal; desolate lie 
The footpaths; the streets 
And lanes a heap of ruins! 

Dreary gusts of wind 
Rattle the dry leaves, 

And raise clouds of dust 
From the scattered ashes! 

The leaves and the ashes 
Dance in a whirlpool, 

Then drop down—dead! 

This village has broken free 
Of the chains of Being- 
Free of the bounds 
And limitations of space. 

By Time and Tide it has been 
Plundered to the utmost! 

Every tie and every restraint 
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Of circumstance for it has snapped! 
From its past and present 
It has been torn adrift! 

Ah, will anyone 
Ever come to put into it 
The colour of life anew? 

To make its gardens green again 
Till every street, 

The panghat and chaupal 
Be full of laughing children 
And happy young people? Bring 
To the fullness of a new life 
Its Present and Past! 


THOSE WONDERFUL PEOPLE 

(Refers to the storm of murder, loot and rape and 
abduction of women which followed Partition.) 

Early in the evening today 
A restlessness awoke in the mind, 

Which the moonlight inflamed 
With the sting of memory! 

Gentle gusts of the wind 
Brought a wafting trace 
Of that faded fragrance 
With which the bride of my first 
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Desire had shyly stolen into my heart! 
The ups and downs of life 
Flashed into view—those possible 
And impossible endeavours 
To remain clinging to life: 

And from the sight of falling stars, 

The mind wandered to those 
Whose fate has been to die 
A death obscure—^unwept, unsung! 

A saying goes the death of many, 
Together, at times is fun: 

But the destruction of this 
Helpless mass of humanity 
Was only a ghastly tragedy— 

And a terrible sacrifice! 

They were mowed down 
By the scythe of Time as if. 

In the whole of God’s creation. 

They alone were worthless people! 

Even if the purge had to be. 

To secure survival of the fittest. 

Why were they especially singled out 
To demonstrate the desirability 
Of destruction of the lowest? 

Indeed it ill behoves us 
To pick faults in them. 

And if they were really so bad. 
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Why then, prior to this carnage, 
The immutable law 
Tolerated their existence. 

The darkness of the night 
Levels up all distinctions: 

Of all habitations and wastes 
The final end is an eternal silence; 
And on those nameless graves, too. 
Lies the mantle of this moonlit 
Night: even that desolate world 
Is bathed in this silver fiood! 

The world of the living 
Is lost now in peaceful slumber— 
The world of those who obtained 
A fresh lease of life 
Through the death of others— 

The world of those whom the fates 
Allowed to survive 
Because they were adjudged 
The better people! 

But how many are there among us 
Who have this view of life? 

Held in the grip of an all-pervading 
Indifference of the environment, 
They are hardly troubled at all 
By any uneasiness of the mind! 
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In a silence profound, the night 
Steals forward on its march; 

And the gentle breathing of the wind 
Is steeped in dew! 

The world of the living 
Is lost in slumbers sweet! 

But in thoughts like these 
My night will be spent! 

In thoughts like these 

The whole night will be spent! 
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Qayyum Nazar 




QAYYUM NAZAR 


NEW YEAR 

There came a wafting breath 
Of mingling perfumes; 

On the face of the flower 
Was seen a passing glow; 

Of the autumn wind 
A gentle breath did come. 

And then—ah then 

There came the poignant sense 

That Another Year had slipped away! 

In the darkness 
There came a kind of light; 

There shook for an instant 
A scintilating drop of dew; 

The eyes seemed to close 
For a fleeting moment; 

A darkness came and spread. 

And then—ah then 

There came the poignant sense 

That Another Year had slipped away! 

There was seen a kind of dust 



Flying in the air; 

The cold breath of a sigh 
Was felt on the lips; 

The placid flow of life 
Was shaken by a sudden jerk, 

Which meant— 

Ah, it meant the poignant sense 
That Another Year had slipped away! 


EVASIVE LOVE 

The warmth and verve 
Of the banquet hall 
Hath well-nigh cooled away; 

But thou, O Moth, hast still 
Not played thy little play 
Of laying down thy life! 

Is the flame dead 

In thy brave heart as well? 

O look! The warmth and verve 

Of the banquet hall 

Hath well-nigh cooled away! 

And as for man, he hath 
No option but to live out his days 
In a close embrace with grief, 
With his joy in life ruined. 



Today and Tomorrow, 

In an abject helplessness, 

He must drink the poisoned cup. 
He must drink it day after day, 
Year after year. And yet, 

He must continue to live! 

Let not the length 
Of his days mislead you. 

His span of life 

Amounteth not to anything more 
Than a period long of helplessness. 
A period of enforced inaction 
Which divides him like a gulf 
From his basic purpose; 

A gulf wherein lies the cause 
Of all the suffering in his life: 

A gulf that remains 
A disgrace to his name. 

And to his capacity 
For love and devotion: 

In fact it serves as a punishment. 
Oh no; do not let the length 
Of his days mislead you! 

Behold, the night is waning! 
Come now, arise; 

Come forward at a bound; 

Come fully groomed— 
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Gay, and reckless, and debonair! 
Till the Dawn break, 

Let death beguile the time. 

The candle flame is flickering! 
Oh look, the night is waning! 


COMPULSION 

These shining eyes; these 
Chiselled lips, like flaming rubies; 

These glowing cheeks; these new blooms. 
Enhancing the charms 
Of a Venus-like bust! 

But in the gloom 
Of your ambiguous silence. 

All this beauty, and all this warmth 
Of a new budding life 
Look chilled and desolate. 

This man. 

After due sophistication, 

You’ll learn to admire some day; 

But should you begin 
To pretend that you love him. 

You’d be forcing yourself into the role 
Only as a matter of dire. 

Inescapable necessity. 
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Since that would be the only way 
For Beauty to maintain its dignity. 

For, indeed, ’tis evident 

There must be a reason 

Why you weep today 

A.S though your heart would break. 

It is true you had to go one day. 
But was this the only form 
Which the event could take? Were you 
No more than a beautiful doll. 

With no emotions? Couldn’t you 
Have waited for a while longer? 

Why have your own people 
Driven you like this 
Into the arms of something 
Worse than death? 

On what basis did they assume 
That emotion had not yet 
Sprung to life in your breast? 

Why did they think that you 
Willingly reconciled yourself 
To failure on their part 
To understand your inner feelings? 
Those tender, timid, 

But deep and passionate feelings, 
Which fondly had looked to them 
For a due understanding? 
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Oh, the pity of this supreme 
Sacrifice at the altar 
Of ancient customs! 

Why have they failed to perceive 
In your heart as well 
Could a world of love 
Take birth and thrive? 

That your heart, too. 

Was made in a mould 
Could feel the torture 
Of dumb emotions? 

Why did they not assume 
That surpassing beauty 
Would naturally long 
For surpassing beauty 
To be held in fond embrace? 

That your natural, 

Innocent, inborn urge 
Should thus be forced to accept 
A galling yoke is awful! 

But why do you choose these silly 
Restrictions for yourself? 

Restrictions born 
Of an improper sense 
Of modesty and duty? 

This custom, indeed. 

Is cruel and irrational! 
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But it isn’t too late even now: 
There still is time 
For you to save yourself. 

All that needs to be done 
Is firmly to say but once 
A single word: “NO”. 


PERSUATION 

In one direction steadily blowing, 
A constant wind has brought together 
A scattered treasure of withered 
Leaves, and shining through 
The branches of the silver birch, 

The maiden splendours 
Of yonder group of stars 
Are wafting downward. 

To re-awaken in the heart 
A storm of the magic called Love. 

Elfish white. 

In a frame of blackness, 

Lies the snowclad beauty 
Of the winter night. 

With a fairy charm 
That floods the soul, 

(Then sinks into it, invisible. 


187 



But always there to be felt— 

Even as a thorn that rankles.) 

And the smouldering fire 
Of fancy’s dreams is kindled 
Into a roaring blaze; 

While the stricken heart luxuriates 
In the torments of vain desire— 
Happy in the torture of these dreams, 
Which go lengthening out 
Like trailing clouds! 

This immense problem 
Will not be solved 
By struggling against it: 

But to bear the impact 
Of the mountain waves 
There stands alone 
The torn and mangled seashore! 

And away in the distance 
I hear a voice— 

Singing in the night! 


HELPLESSNESS 

In the grip of a desolate evening, 
Some creeping shadows. 

Some sleeping footpaths, 



A few frightened snipe—and I! 

With my life devoid 
Of colour and fragrance, 

I sit brooding over my sorrows; 

And memories of that rippling laughter 
Come crowding upon my mind! 

I wish for once I could 
Get beyond these riddles 
Born of hot desire, 

To some enchanted valley 

Alive with thousands of joyous notes. 

In a deepening sense of gladness. 

There would I dwell— 

Where every breath should swell 
With the song of love; 

Where the very dust beneath my feet 
Should be bursting 
With the joy of spring! 

Where these scenes should last for ever 
And I be always there among them! 

But this love of ease. 

Born of the little frustrations 
Gnawing at my heart. 

Laughs everytime at my high resolve! 

O why do I shrink from plunging 
Into the roaring river 
Of the problems of life 
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When it beckons to me 
So ivitingly in spate? 

But alas, there is no knowing 
How long these scenes 
Will continue like this! 

These creeping shadows, 

And sleeping footpaths, 

A few frightened snipe—and I! 


YOUTH 

You have seen him going, 

O thou holy land of Hejjaz! 

How well proportioned was that tall 
And young stalwart body—such 
That it went straight to the heart! 

You admired him, O Egypt, 

And thou, O Sphinx! 

How manly and handsome. 

And how inscrutible 
Where those noble features! 

Ah, but these memories 
Only add to the pain! 

You discovered, him, didn’t you, 
O you Beauty of fair France! 
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You burning candle 
Of the nights of Paris! 

So hot was his passionate breath 
That even in memory 
It sets the body aflame! 

And you trampled him to death, 

O you hideous War! 

You have robbed me 
Of that wonderful star 
Had lit up my world. 

And formed my anchor! 

All my beauty and charm 

Have you condemned to wither away 

In desolate widowhood! 

Now wake up, please, O Mother Earth, 
Wake up, please, for pity’s sake! 

See this misery and rouse 
The conscience of the world 
To make impossible 
The coming repetitions 
Of this dreadful carnage! 

Time flies, O Mother, 

Please make haste! 
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PEACE 


Many a time before, like this, 

Have wars been fought— 

To put an end to war! 

Many a time before, 

Have millions of brave youngmen 
Left their green, waving fields, 

And gone forth, to return no more! 

Have gone forth to die! 

Trampled down without mercy! 

Have gone forth to their death! 

And thus many a time before 
Have wars been fought 
To put an end to war! 

Full manv a time before 
Great champions of high resolve 
Fervently have pleaded 
For a fresh distribution of wealth; 

And hungry, deluded wretches. 

With their own blood, 

Have often dyed crimson 
The sacred soil of their own homelands. 
For thus, indeed, in every age before 
Have wars been fought 
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To put an end to war! 

Even before this Great Age 
Have victories been won, 

And peace secured. And though 
The victorious Foreign Flags 
Have never paused to mourn those 
Who laid down their lives 
To hold them aloft, 

Every harp and every fiddle 

Has most devoutly served the purpose 

Of the Drums of War! 

For thus in every age 
Have wars been fought 
To put an end to war! 
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RAASHID (N.M.) 

SIN 


Today he came again—at last! 

He came again—^to complete my ruin! 

In the peace and quiet of my own home, 
He caught me off my guard; 

He overwhelmed me completely. 

And when I came to myself, 

I was lying across the threshold. 

Broken and sad—broken all to pieces: 
Every tissue of my soul in tatters! 
Today, again, he came at last! 

Tremblingly I watched him 
Through chinks in the door. 

From his triumph as he went his way. 
He was happy and thoroughly 
Pleased with himself. 

With its own wine, alas. 

My little cup had been brimful: 

With him for years 
I had been out of touch. 

It had never occurred to me 
He would come back—ever. 
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Nor did I have the slightest wish 
To meet him again. 

But he came back all the same! 

We call him the Devil sometimes. 
And sometimes we call him Satan: . 
For him, in fact, we have scores 
Of bitter names. 

But we seldom realise 
He has no reality, whatsoever. 

Except in a little helplessness 
On the part of our own God— 

To save us from ourselves! 


DANCE 

O my dacing partner, hold me. 
Please, and keep me from falling! 
Fleeing from Life, here I came. 
Trembling with fear, 

From the back of the dance hall 
Lest it should come stealing in. 

And get on my track: 

Should see me here. 

And find me indulging 

In the unforgivable sin of being happy! 
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O my dancing partner, hold me. 



Please, and keep me from falling! 

These gyrations of the dance 

Are the rotations 

Of an imperceptible millstone. 

Mark how zealously I go on 
Grinding down my grief! 

In mine own mind I say to myself: 

“Ere Life should come prying in, 

Not a single pebble of sorrow 
Should be left in tact.” 

O my dancing partner, hold me. 

Please, and keep me from falling! 

Life for me is nothing less 
Than a ravening wolf: 

From the terror of that wolf 
I am holding close to you like this 
I know you do not belong to me: 

I know, too, there is little chance 
That I meet you again. 

But you are a symbol of those desires 
Which always have been fleeing from me, 
Even to this very day! 

O my dancing partner, hold me, 
Please, and keep me from falling! 

I am not a being of the ages past: 

Of these doors and walls 

The very aspirations from slavery 

Have gone weak and wan: 
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They have lost their vigour. 
Their colour and charm. 

To thy body I can cling like this, 
But I have lost the power 
Of swooping down on Life. 
Tiierefore, please, hold me tight. 
Thou beautiful Stranger Woman! 
Please hold me tight, 

And keep me from falling! 


DRUNKARD 

Today again I came home drunk 
And seeing the state I was in. 

Your eyes blazed with rage. 

But be thankful, my dear. 

That I am only a humble slave 
At the portals of the Afrang; 

That I am not the great President: 

In other words, that I am not 
The chief of beggars. Else, 

What was a single glass of wine 

That it could quench 

The fire burning in my breast! 

Think well, my dear: 

Wouldn’t you have died of shock. 
Instead of a glass of wine. 



Had I come home drunk 

On the blood of the helpless 

And the weak? Be thankful, my dear. 

That I am only a slave 

At the portals of the Afrang, 

And deemed unworthy 
Of the higher pleasures of life! 


SUICIDE 

Today I have come 
To a firm resolve. Everyday, 

Long before the evening came, 

I used, with the tip of my tongue. 

To lick almost clean through this wall; 
But ere dawn of the next day 
It always rose again. At night. 

When homeward I wended my way, 
I’ve been seeing darkness 
Hanging down its head 
And clinging to the streets. 
Disconsolate. Day after day, 

I have been going home 
Fed up with things. 

Irrevocable now is my resolve 
To jump from the seventh storey- 
For today, at last. 
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I caught a glimpse of Life 
Without her usual mask! 

For years 1 have been visiting 
This most bewitching siren; 

But underneath her bed Today 
I have seen blood— 

Fresh and crimson blood! 

Its sickening smell lay entangled 
With the bouquet of the wine. 

She is not yet back in the room, 

But I have come to a firm resolve. 

1 would take a fearless leap 
From this window which peeps 
From the seventh storey. Eveiy day. 
Long before the evening came, 

With the tip of my tongue 
I used to lick clean 
Through this wall; 

But ere dawn of the next day 
It used to rise again. 

And once for all Today 
I’ll raze it to the ground! 


DESOLATE WASTES 
A desire I had 

To build myself a new home— 



A sort of shelter, 

A new resting place somewhere; 

For the old home, 

To the building of which had gone 
A full seven years of my life, 

Had fallen into ruins. 

My hope had been 

That this madness of the head 

For me should heap up bricks and stones; 

That before the mental eye 

Should rise beautiful pictures 

Of doors and walls. 

And thus in fancy’s wild wastes 
The ferver of a fevered mind 
Carried me about, till my steps, 

One day, led me to a new home. 

There, to welcome me, 

Were gathered all my slaves: 

Charming maids, their faces 
Glowing with the colour 
And freshness of flowers; 

And all my pages full of joy: 

And on seeing the happy fulfillment 
Of a long cherished dream, the dark 
Spots of my grief-laiden past 
Melted away from the threshold. 

But then only too soon I found 
These things had no being 
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Except in a mad man’s dreams— 

The merest hallucinations! 

In a moment the picture had faded away, 
Without a trace of the charming maids 
With faces like flowers. 

Or the happy slaves. 

There was no trace of the paintings 
On the doors and walls; 

Nor a vestige of the walls themselves! 
Nothing was left before my eyes 
But a heap of stones and brickbats, 
Ovei’grown with moss! 

And then even those desolate 
Mounds were not there. 

For the self-conjured picture 
By a growing sense of the hard 
And bitter realities of life 
Had been slashed and rent! 

Sad and disconsolate I stood again, 

In the same old desolate wastes 
Where wanders day and night. 

In the air a cry of pain! 

Ah, why with hate and envy 

The wrathful eye of some ominous star 

Pursues me even in misery? 

And why the loneliness of a poor. 
Unfortunate creature grows heavier 
And darker every minute? 
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KEPT WOMAN 


From thy audacious laughter 
I at once divined that some terrible, 
Wasting grief is eating into your soul. 
From the inside turning it hollow. 

I divined this secret 

In the very first meeting. When I saw 

That silent flow of tears. 

Today, I was not surprised. 

But like a frightened bird. 

Startled from its sleep in the wild, 

A vague thought fluttered 

In a corner of my mind, that though 

You could not possibly love me. 

Perhaps you longed 

For the support of my arms today. 

This I surmised 

From your grievous weeping. 

A measure of love for you 
I freely confess. 

In my breast I feel, too, 

That burning of the heart 
Which those like me cannot help 
Who eternally suffer frustrations. 


203 



For the satisfaction 
Of my introspective mind, 

I should even be prepared 
To give you the support 
That should set you free 
From these quagmires of grief. 

Only there comes an apprehension 

That in these tears 

There be a reflection 

Of some passing disappointment; 

And the safety of the seashore gained, 
The support itself might look 
Like another link in the chain 
Of your debasement— 

That like the greatest miser 
Of the town, who heaps disgrace 
On you, day after day. 

By giving you a wage 
For the use of your body, 

I, too, by lending you 
The support of my arms. 

Should be guilty of the same offence. 
And only cause a further. 

And a deeper debasement! 



EVANESCENT YOUTH 

If a fresh glass of pure, 

Sparkling wine is not for me, 

I’ll drink up the dregs 

And make that do! For once 

A Budding Beauty had taunted me: 

“ Tis meet for your years that you 
Over such flowei's alone should hover 
As but a day or two of fragrance 
Have left to them.” 

That is quite true. 

In a picture of which the colours 
Have started to fade away, 

Who, after all, can put fresh life? 
Whence can anyone bring new colours? 
Well, take mo for a wandering star. 

In thy firmament newly come. 

Full well I know that many a sun 

And moon, and stars 

Have flashed across this sky: 

That once they dipped below the line, 
They never rose again 
Above the blue horizon 
Of an utter forgetfulness. 

With the courage of inexperience, 
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I too have ventured to come forward. 
But in this madness of the heart 
There is not the slightest desire 
On my part that in the Romances, 
For a million years. 

My name should shine. 

This lovely night is no more 
Than an excuse—only a feeble 
And futile endeavour 
To arrest for a while 
The flight of evanescent youth. 

Apart from that, only a moment’s 
Rest will do for me. 

I am but a new arrival. 

Staggering under my own load.... 
Ay, ay; I’ll drink up the dregs, 

And make that do! 


FIRST RAY 

Oh, will anyone tell me 
The way to emancipation 
From the limitations 
Of Time and Space? Explain wherein 
Lies the good of a life 
Lived to no purpose? A life in which, 
To strengthen an alien culture. 
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Our blood only serves as momiyaaee! 

For a member am I 

Of that unfortunate race 

To the share of which there falls 

But toil, and only toil—no bread. 

And yet this nation is happy 
Over its memories of a glorious Past— 
Lives blithely on hopes of a Future 
Centred on a mysterious Sorcerer 
Whom no one has ever seen, 

And of whom there is no sign 
Anywhere in sight! 

Sweetheart mine! 

I am sick to the soul 
Of this endless toil; 

Weary of breaking stones 
By the roadside day after day. 

Ah, where are those dreams 
Of beautifying the universe 
Which had bound me closer to thee? 
And why doesn’t this stream 
Of life-giving milk at thy breast 
Change into a sea of poison, 

A drop from which should put to sleep 
The little mite clinging to thee 
Like a lizard, all unconcious 
Of the pain gnawing at thy heart? 

For the helpless little creature 
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Will only live to serve as a tool 
In the hands of alien masters! 

Surely, it is enough 
That in punishment for the love 
Of ease on the part of our ancestors 
We are helpless today. 

Let us at least break the chains 
For the future which bind our feet! 

But my comrade in these dark nights, 
nearest thou that wild burst of music? 
Perchance someone has seen at last 
The First Ray of Hope. 

But no; it is not so. Pray look 
From the window for a moment: 

It seems the angels are bearing away 
The Pall of God—that Sorcerer 
Of whom there is no sign 
Visible anywhere— 

Who is the God of the West, 

But not of the East! 

Yes, these are the joyous strains 
Of a music which ushers in a New Era 
Of the transcending importance of Man. 
Listen and drink them up into your soul. 
Of the coming New Order 
They constitute the welcome shadow. 
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Arise, therefore, and let us 
Join in the great rejoycings! 
Let us with abandon 
Bathe in the new light, 

And revel in the current 
Of this swelling flood! 
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SAFDAR (MOHAMMAD) 

SNOWFALL 

All night long the snow 
Came down in silence— 

Falling in whirling flakes, 

Steadily, ceaselessly. 

Without a sound, hour after hour. 

All through the night 
It fell on the hillside; 

It fell on the rocks and trees; 

And it continued to fall 
Till the soft, grey dawn 
Revealed the landscape, 

Over which a deep set peace. 

In white resplendence, 

Lightly touched with blue. 

Did seem to reign! 

But again a darkness 
Has gathered from all around. Soon 
It will go rolling down the slopes; 

A soft breath of wind 
Will gently go slipping past; 

Softly it will touch 
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The boughs of yonder pine; 

And the snowflakes will slowly dip— 
Very slowly and haltingly, 

Till the white petals, at last 
Will gp scattering in the air 
And fall to the ground. 

And in the silence of the grey dawn 
The snow again will come fluttering. 
And floating out of the black clouds! 

Far in the distance. 

Beyond that dark line of trees» the old 
Wizened Woman of the Mornings 
Who sells her beauty to all. 

With her torn and tattered garments 
Gathered close around 
Her half dead body. 

With shivering lips parted slowly. 

Is about to. biust into a mad laugh— 
Again the snow is about to fall* 


ROOF 
O goddess! 

There in that beautiful valley. 
In the midst of waving grass. 
So lush and green it looked 
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.A deep, undulating blue. 

Where the trees stood panting 
Under the weight of their own blooms. 
Which shone with the passion of life 
Like candle flames; 

Where in the veins 

Of each new bud and each new leaf. 

In the veins of every branch, 

Desire, happy and satisfied. 

Sent the blood tingling 
And rippling with joy; 

Where in the open bosom 
Of the transparent lake 
Bits of fleecy cloud lay mirrored. 
Sailing with the bashefullness 
And silence of maiden dreams! 

O goddess! In that enchanting valley 

There is nothing left for me 

But the sizzling grief of memories. 

Which only burn deeper 

Into the heart as the days go by! 

From the dusky sky. 

The sun is pouring down 
Great pailfuls of molten copper; 

In the silent, hot and motionless air 
There is not the faintest 
Breath of wind; 

In the heart of every withered branch 
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There is nothing but a listless 
Spark of disappointed longings. 

To snatch away from the brown sand 
Its last drop of moisture, 

A dry wind creeps forward slowly 
From the distant horizon: 

And in this valley of desolate hopes, 
These tears are the only treasure 
That is left to me! 

O goddess, let these memories 
Fade, or let me perish! Or else. 

Let the green grass wave again; 

Let new buds swell 
To the joys of life; 

Let the flowers bloom again; 

And in the silver bosom 
Of the transparent lake. 

Again let fleecy bits of clouds sail— 
Timidly and silently. 

Like maiden memories rising shyly 
In the secrecy of a stricken heart! 


BOATS OF EAST PAKISTAN 
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Here for centuries 
Boats have been passing by. 



With gleaming sails outspread, 
Scattered on the waves 
Like stars on a clear night— 

Here, where the river rolls proudly 
Through green, waving fields. 

As though it were drunk. 

At times, as they go floating 
On the dark sheet of the river. 

The rainbow plays on the oars; 
And sometimes the moonbeams 
Dance on them. 


The soft. 

Murmuring song of the river 
Penetrates not to the village. 
Nestling deep in the green groves; 
But the song of the boatmen 
Trembles and hangs in the deep 
Silence, awakening echoes 
Which spring and re-spring; 

And thus they shall continue 
To resound for ever and ever more 

In the arms of these boatmen 
Wielding the oars 
Which cleave the waves. 

There is the same dignity and calm 
(Though heavy with the weariness 
Of toil) which speaks 
So eloquently in the fierce 
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And reckless flow of the current; 

And in the warm, eager, earnest blood. 
Coursing through the dark, muscular 
Bodies, there resides the same 
Strength, and the same invincible 
Surge which invests the waves 
With such incalculable power. 

These boatmen are the sons of those 
Riders proud of the open seas 
Not so many centuries back. 

In ships with white sails, 

Majestic like wild swans, who sallied 
Forth from sheltered moorings. 

Aiming to sail on and on 
Till they touched the beautiful blue 
Of the far horizon, where it lay 
Tantalising but dim in the distance. 

Tis the echo of their mighty 
Blasts upon their conches 
That OKnes ringing on the air 
Across the silence of time; 

And their shouts of triumph still shake 
The desolate ruins of Kambojh, 

Where they lie buried 

In the thickness of jungle growth. 

Trailing clouds of glory 
In her wake, the evening comes. 
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With lengthening shadows; 

The stars peep out one by one, 

Like candles newly lit; 

On the darkening sheet of the river, 
Touched by the wind, 

The ripples flutter and dance; 

The green rice-fields. 

Waving and murmuring gently, will soon 
Be lost in the evening mist; 

Little hamlets on the banks. 

Surrounded by jungle. 

Will fall asleep; and everything 
Will lose itself in slumber. 

But in the deep silence 

The song of the boatmen 

Will ring for ever 

Under the blue vault of heaven. 

On yonder bank of the river. 
Flowing proudly as it lists. 

The walls of ancient 
Buildings in the town. 

With their old eyes. 

Have for centuries watched 
These boats sailing past; 

And for centuries these sounds 
Have gone pouring into their ears-» 
These lofty strains. 

Loud, and clear, and ringing; 
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These songs of the boatmen 
Of which the echoes 
Come flowing out of the turbid 
Noise of modem steamers. 

Ropes stretched taut. 

And creaking under the strain; 
Quivering muscles, tense breathing; 
Bending bodies, and trembling arms: 
The same silence, and the same toil! 
This age old story 
Is true even today 
Of the sons of this earth, 

Though she is always 
Blessed with plenty! 

This age old story, true even today; 
And it shall hold true for ever— 
Who Knows? 

But no: Their hot blood 
Is the twilight in the evening 
Which plays upon the blue sky; 

And those cold drops of sweat 
Are the luminous stars 
Which adorn the brow 
Of the Coming Morn! 
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PAIN AND PLEASURE 


Oft in my life 
I have felt that dumb, 

Inexpressible torture 
Which springs from thirsty roots 
Where they lie in burning beds 
Of parched earth, blackened by heat; 
The torture through the stem 
And the branches which shoots up 
To the tender young leaves. 

Making them spin and twist, 

And writhe with pain 
As they shrivel up and crumple 
In the searing breath 
Of scorching winds! 

At other times 

I have known an ecstasy of joy, 
Which I have shared 
With every branch in the garden. 
Until it swayed with abandon, 

As though in the grip 
Of a strong and heady wine. 

In these intoxicating moments 
I have swayed in rapture 
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With the swaying branches, 

Slowly sucking the juice of life.... 
But now.... Ah now 
I watch the withered leaves 
As one by one they fall— 
Wondering within myself 
In the case of each— 

If that is the last! 


BY THE RIVERSIDE 

Far from the crowded town; 
Far from the cruel conventions 
Which hold in chains 
The wildness of the inner moods; 
And far from the stone walls 
Sleepless night after night, 

Like the dumb millions 
Who go through life 
Benumbed by constant cares: 

Far from these scenes 
Of strife and suffering 
Bom of deep iniquities! 

In the dark. 

Velvet shadow of trees. 
Motionless in the night. 
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The moonbeams lie on the ground 
Like fairly blooms 
Of sparkling silver; and restful 
Sounds by the riverside, 

Steeped in the evening dews— 

The soft, murmuring song 
Of gnats in flight. 

And the play of ripples upon the beach-*^ 
Weave round the sleepy leaves 
Their dreamlike webs 
Of a deeper drowsiness. 

Then why, O Why, should I trouble 
Again to spread my wings, 

Tired already in flight? 

Why for ever keep battling 

In the teeth of the tempest? Why not 

To oblivion surrender myself. 

And everything else? 

Why not rest my fevered brow 
Upon the cool sands. 

And go to sleep— 

Sleep on, and dream! 
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BIRTH OF GNOSIS 


From the borderlands 
Between life and death, 

The Autumn Wind arose, 

And tearing went, with a long 
Succession of sighs and sobs. 

And shrieks trailing in the wake! 

And it fell on the Ocean of Life 
With the terrible lash of a whipchord. 
Under this stinging impact 
Comprehension stirred: 

And moved to flight. 

It felt its wings, which were heavy 
With the weight of Thought, 

As it spread them out 

On the deepening shadows of the night 

And started to fly. 

From the age old secret dungeons. 
In the dark recesses where spiders 
Rear their nests, it won its freedom; 
And floating on the current 
Of the Autumn Wind, 

Decided to fly, on and on, 
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Until the Day of Final Reckonings. 
And as it soared to freedom. 

The clinging webs 

Were torn apart for a moment. 

But after it had passed, 

They closed again, to remain 
Waiting for prey, as of old! 

Yet mark! 

In the wake of the Bird, 

Flying with wings outspread 
Over the lengthening shadows 
Of the night, some of the strands. 
Torn from the webs, go streaming 
And trailing in the air— 

(And these, in any case. 

Will never again be in place!) 
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SAADIQAH NASEEM 


INNOCENT ASPIRATIONS 

Do not get entangled here 
In ties of love of any kind, 

For all in this world, for thee. 

Are perfect strangers. 

With plans and purposes 
Of their own, wherein thy hopes 
And fears do not count. 

Even the heart which a fond heart 
Looks upon as its very own. 

At last is found 
To belong to another! 

After varying periods 
Of sweet comradeship. 

When people part, they are sad, 

And often weep; but ere it drip 
From the eye, the tear 
That turns into blood— 

Where in the world is such a tear 
To be found? 

To judge from what 
Appears on the surface, 
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Vast fields of common interest 
Are revealed in intimate talks; 
And binding vows 
Of lasting loyalties 
Are solemnly exchanged. 

But the passage of time 
Only shows Acceptances 
But hide Rejections! 

Innocent hopes and aspirations 
Blithely wave over scenes 
Of joyous spring and sunshine: 
But anon there comes 
A breath of the autumn winds 
And the smiling gardens 
Turn into howling wastes! 


SACRED QUEST 

I long to go on a sacred quest; 
I long to go in search of thee— 
Looking here, and looking there; 
Looking everywhere! 

But I know not how to look, 

So that I find thee. 

And hold thee to my heart 
As my very own! 
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My destiny’s star 
Has been wandering far 
In a futile search: 

Now come and guide it 
To its goal: come and fix it 
In thine own firmament blue, 
Wrapped in the muslin mists 
Of the coming morn! 

Even in fancy’s dreams 
Were I to meet thee once. 

Wouldn’t I make the night 
Throb with joy! 

Wouldn’t I make it laugh! 

And wouldn’t I talk! 

At times complaints, steeped in love; 
At times imperious claims! 

At thy feet I would kneel 
In worship, and raise my hands 
Reverently to touch 
The hem of thy raiment! 

But even in fancy’s fondest dreams 
If I fail to find a ray of hope— 

What then? 

Ah, how I long to go 
On a sacred quest! 

How I long to go 
In search of thee— 

Looking here and looking there; 



Looking everywhere! But alas, 
I know not how to look, 

So that I find thee, 

And hold thee to my heart 
As my very own! 


FULFILLMENT 

Oft and oft, in the shy 
Secrecy of my stricken heart, 

I used to wonder if. 

In a longing vain and fruitless. 

All the charm and sweetness 

Of the prime of life 

Would waste away without a caress. 

Or as much as a. word of love. 

Softly spoken into the ear! 

But then one night, 

Before 1 knew what happened, 

My heart in silence 
Stole a march to thine. 

The secret I had cherished 
So long with jealous care, 

Leaped out of my eyes in a flash. 

For perpetual vigil 
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Against such storms is difficult— 
Out of the question—and words. 
On these solemn occasions. 

Are most inadequate! 

And once I stepped 
Into the magic world of love. 

My tears changed to pearls: 

And as I lost myself in the ecstasy 
Of this inexpressible bliss, 

The deep wounds in my heart 
Changed to wonderful blooms. 

The universe stood transformed; 
And life had taken on 
A new meaning! 

And now, Oh God, 

How proud I feel 
Of the love I have won! 

Of course I often complain, 

Am sometimes petulent— 

You call me capricious as the sea. 
But these are only the thin devices 
Of an ardent, inpatient heart 
In its fevered search 
For occasions to call myself thine! 
For there is no rest, 

No peace, and no joy, 

Except in the abandon 
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Of an absolute self surrender 
In thine arms, 

And in laying down my life 
At this sacred shrine! 



SAIF (SAIF-UD-DEEN-) 
TRAVELLER 

“The people there 
Were kind to me, and kind to me 
Were all my neighbours. 

Friends, too, I had— 

Loyal and loving friends. 

But some indefinable inner tumult. 
Some vague, elusive, formless urge. 
Some restless but dumb desire 
Drove me from home. 

And it drives me still, though now 
It has brought me to die 
In the frozen solitudes 
Of this mountain waste. 

This deep and devastating 
Loneliness of the mind— 

Ah God! will it never, 

Never leave me in peace? 

(Pause) 

“Stranger Friends, 

Open that window a little wider, 
Like a vacant, staring, longing eye 
That keeps looking steadily 



Far into the distance, 

Towards the east, 

Where lies the beautiful 
Country I call my Home.” 

MAN: 

“Traveller Friend, 

Where is your dear Home? 

Tell us something 
About that happy land.” 

TRAVELLER: 

“My home! My native land! 

On the other side of these hills 
Like a mountain stream 
That goes slipping past. 

There is a path goes winding down 
To that Land of Dreams—a path 
That stretches away, out of sight, 

Like the faint and fading tracks 
Of my heart’s desire! With wistful 
Steps, in that direction 
I was wending my way. 

But all at once, in my breast. 

The light of life flickered and sank. 

I staggered and fell, 

As in early spring a lone duck. 

In search of the blue waters 
Of a sunlit lake in the mountains, 

Over an endless stretch of jagged peaks, 



Should over-reach herself in flight, 

And fall to the ground 
In an obscure comer 
Of some nameless waste! 

(He stirs uneasily in his bed and 
gasps for breath) 

“As in the evening silent shadows 
Creep on you from all around, 

That desolate picture again comes 
Stealing upon my mind! 

(Another pause) 

“But tell me, friends, 

How did you happen to find me? 

How did you get on my track? 

MAN: 

“Yesterday, as the evening grew, 
The wind had risen to a gale: 

It was clear a storm was coming. 

We drove the cattle early 

Into the shed, and barred the doors. 

We had sought the warmth 

And comfort of our beds 

When all at once the tempest burst 

With a wild and roaring fury. 

Claps of thunder shook the earth, 

Of which the fearful echoes 

Went probing into the heart 

Of the mountains and the valleys below. 


230 



iYom the towering hillsides 
Came the awful sound 
Of rocks cracking, and stately pines 
Staggering on their roots. 

To fall into the yawning chasms, 

Like massive pillars 
Falling with a crash 
In some terrible earthquake. 

It looked as though in an instani 
Some huge rock would come 
Crashing down the hillside, 

Like some wild beast enraged, 

And smash my humble cottage, 

Of which the doors and walls 
Stood panting under the fury 
Of the storm, while the three of us 
Cowered in our beds— 

My wife Shakeelah, 

Salmah, my daughter, and myself. 

Late in the night at last 
The storm abated, 

When from the cattle-shed 
We heard the barking of our dog 
I opened the door and went 
To investigate, followed by my daughter 
Holding a torch she did her best 
To shield from the wind, which still 
Was blowing in sharp squalls. 

We found you lying in the snow, 
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Half buried in it. You were silent, . 
Cold, and lifeless. 

With difficulty we carried you in, 

And ever since we have been battling 
With the deathlike torpor 
We had found you in. 

From that moment my daughter 
Has been very restless, 

Tending now with care, 

And now with prayer, 

Till, as the evening drew today, 

You opened your eyes.” 

TRAVELLER: 

“Yes, opened my eyes, but only, 

It seems, to catch a glimpse 
Of these kind and gentle faces 
Ere they finally closed in death! 

Every breath I draw is blowing out 
The feeble flame of life in my breast. 
My heart is sinking fast; 

And in my ears its beats sound 
Like the sofet footfall 
Of the Angel of Death. 

Look yonder at the moon: 

Surrounded by a thousand stars. 

It rides triumphant in the sky; 

But to me it seems all alone! 

The coolness of its beams 
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Goes spreading slowly over my face; 
But it feels like the cold 
And clammy breath of camphor 
Sprinkled on the dead 
Before they are buried. 

How forlorn and woe-begone 
That snow-cald poplar looks! 

As though some corpse, 

In its shroud of white, 

Had burst from the grave 
To walk the earth! 

How desolate and dreary is the endless 
Stretch of these mountains! 

That winding footpath. 

Which drops into the depth 
And darkness of the valleys, 
looks like the curling shadow 
Of coils of hair, dishevelled and loose 
On a snow white neck and breast. 

This trembling candle in the niche 

Seems to a light 

Flickering on my own grave! 

These massive and towering rocks, 
Imposing like palaces of the gods, 

And awful like some Temple of Death, 
Seem to stand like silent cenotaphs 
Over graves of the past. 

(Pause) 

“For some days 
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A shadow has been following me— 
Now on my right, and now on my left. 
It was nothmg but Death, 

Slowly creoping on me, 

Though I did not know. 

Today that shadow 

Has taken a hold on my mind; 

It is dragging my soul 

To a far off, unknown darkness. 

This sinking sound, 

This faint beating of my heart 
Is the knell that tolls 
Over my own corpse!” 

MAN: 

“Let me close this window, 

My friend! The wind outside 
Is piercing cold, and blowing high. 

That ceaseless roar of the torrent 
Only adds to thy restlessness.” 

TRAVELLER: 

“No, please wait for a while: 

You do not know how I feel. 

On a lonely evening 
When there comes to me 
A breath of wind from the east. 

It brings to me an echo of songs 
Long ago I i:sed to sing. 

In the loneliness of my heart, 
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Overwhelmed by life’s failures. 

The dumb message of those I loved 
Permeates my being like a- longing 
That will not be suppressed. 

The memory of songs 
Once I sang by the wayside; 

Of songs I sang in the meadows; 

By the side of running brooks. 

Rankles in my mind. 

This magic window, at the moment, 

Is a mirror of my past. 

Ah, how clear is the mirage 
Brought into being by my fevered mind! 
Nestling in the afternoon shadows, 

My village; farmers leaving their fields 
And home’ivard wending their steps. 
Under the lacman tree 
There is someone waiting for me. 

Oh heavens! Those shy looks! 

Those snow white arms 
Slipping round my neck! 

And that crumbling minaret 
Of the village mosque! 

There is a lone dove hovering around: 
At last it turns away, 

To be lost in the dusk, 

To its nest winging its way 
For the night’s rest! 

I can see my father 
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standing in the fields, his eyes 
Fixed on a footpath in front, 

Vacantljr staring into space 
With a deadened hope in his heart— 
That perhaps some day 
The long lost son might suddenly 
Emerge out of the unknown! 

On the other side of the fields, 

Beyond that clump of trees. 

The grave of my mother, 

Where, in the burning heat 
Of the noontide hours, 

I repaired sometimes for fleeting 
Moments of peace! 

Ah God! In the loneliness 
Of this evening in exile 
What a world of pungent memories 
Has hemmed me in!” 

MAN: 

“Traveller Friend, 

The night is far spent: 

Now try to sleep. 

Think no more of the days 

You have wasted away from home. 

From pungent memory 

The bitterness of feeling 

Only gains in edge. 

From memory alone the misery of life 
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Becomes everlasting. If these 
Memories could be oblitrated, 

All the clouds of grief would pass 
With the fleeting moments. 

How can it ever be possible 
That the current of life should flow 
In obedience to thy will? 

How at all can it ever be possible? 

C)n these'teeming heaths 
Thousands of people surge together: 
Their paths converge for a time— 

But then they fall apart, 

And to meet for the last time 
Their eyes are raised. 

In the mists of a dream 
Some are swallowed up here, 

And others there! 

There is no continuity of tone 
Or colour: it is not possible here! 

But the night is waning. 

Traveller Friend, 

Now try to sleep.” 

TRAVELLER: 

“Ah, how deep are these wounds 
You possibly cannot imagine. 

It is not possible for me 
To stamp out these memories, 

Or to obliterate a sense 
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Of bitter complaint. 

After my long exile. 

Today I feel like a bird 
With a broken wing. 

Sinking into the swoon of death 
Which dreams of favourite gardens, 
And hears the shouts of joy 
Of his old comrades. 

Dormant desires unfold 
The old familiar paths— 

But then it feels a sudden jerk; 

Its eyes get glazed; 

And down it falls from its perch 
Into the abyssmal silence of death!” 

WOMAN: 

“Traveller Friend! 

Do you feel depressed because your 
Friends are not around you? Because 
Those most dear to your heart, 

In this solemn hour, 

Are farthest removed? 

On the wings of fancy 
Your mind flies 
To the old scenes; 

But before the goal is reached 
There lies a weary stretch 
Would take a hundred days to cover. 
This makes you sad. But look at us: 
We too live in this world— 
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Far from towns and villages, 

All by ourselves, 

Where contact with kith and kin 
Is a meaningless thing. If at all, 

Once in many months, 

Some lost traveller comes our way. 

For ages the bark of our life 
Has been drifting on this silent 
Flow of the river— 

Or to us so it seems— 

With no regrets over the past, 

And no hopes for the future.” 

MAN: 

“And when you come to think of it, 
What, after all, is there in hopes? 

A foolish child crying for toys! 

Even if he gets them, they break! 

They break very soon, 

Or the mind satiates with them! 

But then the fond heart 

Only proceeds to shape up other idols!” 

WOMAN: 

“No regrets over the past, 

And no hopes for the future.” 

All our world lies in these fields. 

And the few heads of cattle 
You might have seen. 

Here we sit in peace, 
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Under the lovely shade of these trees, 

These shadows our only neighbours— 

Waiting to welcome those 

Who might happen to come, and bidding 

A loving farewell to those 

Who take their leave and go,” 

TRAVELLER: 

“Ah, you cannot appreciate 
How I feel, and I cannot make you 
Understand. A time there was 
When the range of my flight 
Was so high and free, I brought down 
Tidings from the stars! Rising 
From the banks of sunny streams, 

With my wings I have touched 
The Milky way! But I who used to take 

Such keen delight in flights 
Full in the teeth of the storm. 

Today lie grovelling here in the dust. 
With an abject wail on my lips! 

Inside my heart I weep tears of blood 
At the failure of my resolves. 

But torn from these desires 
And hopes, I cannot live— 

I have no desire to live. 

There were days when my bark 
I launched on the swin g in g seas, 

And unfurled my sails 
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With a defiant laugh 

But those were times 

When 1 rode on the magic 

Wings of Desire—there was in me 

An indomitable urge 

That showed me the way 

In the blackest darkness, 

And held me to my course 
In the fiercest storms—always 
Whispering sweetly into my ear 
That out of the darkness and the clouds, 
On the barren breast of the sea. 

Shall appear isles, 

Serene and beautiful 
Like bits of Paradise. 

But out of the darkness, instead, 

There came a sudden squall 
So strong and fierce. 

The dancing oars broke in my hands. 
And the waves flung me 
On a dead and distant strand! 

There was no goal now; 

No sign of the seashore; 

Nor any sign of the beautiful isles! 

Only some fragments of the torn sails, 
Clinging to a broken board, 

With an inexpressible wistfulness. 

From a distance watch 

The laugh and sparkle of the sea, 
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And relive the days 

When they ruled the tempest!” 

GIRL: 

“What a world of sorrows and dreams 
Lies buried in thy breast, O Traveller! 

The same broken colours 
For ever dwell before thy eyes. 

But knowest thou not 

In the silence of the night 

There are times when the moonbeams 

Come knocking at thy window, 

Then steal away. For grieving 
Over the day that is dead, the living 
Today is hardly the time.” 

TRAVELLER: 

“Those comrades and friends 
They will never know 
In what pitiable plight 
The moon has seen me tonight!” 

GIRL: 

“Let only a few nights more 
Pass like this, and then 
The darkness and desolation 
That broods over the land 
Shall be a thing of the past. 

The freshness and vigour. 

And the beauty of a renewed youth 
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Shall come over the valley. 

Turning over on its side, 

Beneath the snow, 

At every step the iced water 
Shall wake up in waves 
Of a liquid crystal. 

Playing an exquisite music 
Of their own, the little eddies 
Shall flow past the banks 
Where you stand watching. 

Soft, lovely carpets of wild flowers 
Shall spread out their charms 
On the emerald green of the meadows. 
And wave in the winds 
With a new freshness! 

Twisting their arms in countless 
Festoons around the spreading 
Branches of the trees, the vines, 

With their heavy foliage, 

Shall leap into the air! 

And the wild animals. 

Drunk with the sheer joy of life 
In the free, unfettered jungle. 

Shall go leaping and curvetting 
In the sun, with a fascinating charm 
In the rippling play of their limbs. 

That shall send a thrill of delight 
Throu^ your own body, 

And make you feel inclined to dance!... 




TRAVELLER: 

“When the darkness of night 
Rages like a storm of Death, 

How can the feeble, unprotected flame 
Of fanciful hopes and consolations 
Maintain itself? Some recurring 
Squall of death-ridden winds 
Soon must blow it out. 

It is grown impatient already 
To snatch away its little light!" 

MAN: 

“Take care of the candle; 

It is going out.” 

(A vague sound) 

TRAVELLER: (Starting up) 

“Who knocked at the door? 

Who is it? Who called me? 

Whose voice was it just now 
Came trembling to my ears? 

Is it a new guest?” 

WOMAN: 

“No, there is no one here!' 

GIRL: 

“No one at all." 

TRAVELLER: 


“Again 1 hear 



That vague, restless sound.... 

What is this conspiring echo 
Trying to whisper into my ear? 

Has the hour struck for the last act?” 

(Short pause) 

“The candle is losing its light. 

How fast and far recedes 
The sound of my own voice! 

As though between my lips and ears 
Intervened a stretch of ages— 

As though my voice came 
From the other side 
Of these mountains!” 

(Longish pause, broken only by 
the laboured breathing of the 
Traveller). 

TRAVELLER: 

"Did you hear that’” 

WOMAN: 

"No,” 

MAN: 

"What is it?” 

TRAVELLER- 

“For half a second 1 felt 
As if someone passed by, 

Playing an Iktaaral" 

(A faint and deadening sound 
of steps. The man rises and 
goes to one side.) 
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GIRL: 

“He is sir king fast!” 

MAN: 

“For the last stage of the journej' 
The Traveller has made ready!” 

WOMAN: 

“Thus our hopes break like reeds!” 
GIRL: 

“They have gone to pieces!” 
TRAVELLER: 

“Now 

There is not the slightest sound. 

Oh this desolate air! This darkness! 
There is no sound at all 
In this dreary waste! 

On my chest this silence 
Weighs like a rock! 

I cannot bear this stillness. 

Let a sound come from somewhere— 
Let it be anything! A dying gasp; 

A suppressed complaint; 

A stifled sob; the echo of some 
Long drawn out sigh; 

The flutter of a stricken heart; 

The sound of a tear 
Trickling down from the eyes! 

Or let it be the sound of mine 
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Own lost susceptibilities— 

Let it be anything, 

Anything at all! 

But there is nothing here: 
Nothing but this loneliness 
Trampling me down! 

Nothing but this loneliness 
Swallowing me up!” 

(The girl weeps silently, 
with stifled sobs) 

“Only if the waving breath 
Of some lost melody could touch 
My forehead at this moment! 

Or a snatch from some old song!” 

GIRL; 

“Song?” 

TRAVELLER: 

“Some song that should serve 
As the last lullaby of death, 

And put me to eternal sleep!” 

GIRL: (Singing softly to herself) 

‘ A Traveller, 

Weary from the day’s march, 
Once happened to pass 
By my lonely hut, like a breath 
Of the morning breeze; 

But the frayed up ends 
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Of his broken life 
The fates entangled into minef 
From the land of flowers he came, 
Bound for the distant, twinkling 
World of the stars in heaven! 

Like a breath of the morning breeze 
He came—a Traveller, 

Weary from the day’s march! 

In the broken moonbeams, 

And the delicate leaves 

Of half open buds 

He will dwell like a fragrance! 

A Traveller coming 
From the Land of Flowers, 

And bound for the World of Stars... 

TRAVELLER: 

“There is someone 
Advancing on the candle!” 

WOMAN: (Hiding her tears) 

“What is it. Traveller Friend?” 
TRAVELLER: 

“Stop him, oh stop him: 

He’ll swallow the candle!” 

WOMAN: 

“There is no one here, Friend; 
What do you mean?” 



TRAVELLER: 

“That Shadow: stop it please!” 
(His voice sinking into incoherence) 

“Ah, those friends- 

Those comrades.... 

And that crumbling minaret 
Of the Village MosQue!” 
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SALEEM WAAHID SALEEM 


LONELINESS 

The primeval and eternal 
Decree of the Fates 
For man upon this earth 
Is that he live out his days 
In a deep, unutterable 
Loneliness of the mind 
Wherein he can count on None— 
Nor kith, nor kin, 

Nor friends, nor comrades! 

In the silence of the night 
A myriad of twinkling stars 
Go swimming in space, 

Each intent on its own course, 
Packed so thick and close 
They almost seem to overlap! 
But all this close proximity 
Is only a delusion: 

At the back there lies 
An endless sense of separation, 
A yawning chasm. 
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An imbridgable gulf! Everywhere 
Broods the same torture 
Of dreary distance, and the same 
Unutterable loneliness of the mind, 
Whether we live in towns. 

Or seek peace in the quiet 
Of barren wastes! 

For the primeval and eternal 
Decree of the Fates 
For man upon this earth 
Is that he live out his days 
In a deep, unutterable 
Loneliness of the mind 
Wherein he can count on None— 

Nor kith, nor kin, 

Nor comrades, nor friends! 

On the lonely heaths of life 
For ever surge and roll 
Pressing throngs, but each wayfarer 
Oblivious of the others, 

Each distracted in his own place: 
Thousands upon thousands 
Craving for friendship. 

For love and sympathy. 

Which, all the same. 

Each refuses to the other! 

The heart of each 
Is torn and bleeding. 
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But it bleeds in the secrecy 
Of his own breast! 

How fares the neighbour, 

No one knows; 

And cares even less! 

For the primeval and eternal 
Decree of the Fates 
For man upon this earth 
Is that he live out his days 
In a deep, unutterable 
T-oneliness of the mind 
Wherein he can count on None— 
Nor kith, nor kin, 

Nor comrades, nor friends! 

Countless souls in the wide 
But barren fields of life 
Stand with tissues torn 
And mangled, each burning 
In its own grief—^almost 
Burnt to a heap of ashes! 

They groan from a lashing pain 
That springs from a sense 
Of vain, deluding joys— 

Froni the ceaseless torment 
Of elusive hopes! 

The pain of each is all his own. 
The grief of each exclusive; 

For the primeval and eternal 
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Decree of the Fates 
For man upon this earth 
Is that he live out his days 
In a deep, unutterable 
Loneliness of the mind, 

Wherein he can count on None— 
Nor kith, nor kin, 

Nor comrades, nor friends! 

From the sizzling fires 
Of an unforgettable torture. 
Flowers in the garden 
Pant and gasp for breath; 

At every step beautiful bodies 
Bathe in their own blood— 

To beautify themselves! 

Each heart writhes in flames, 

But who knows? or who cares? 
And thus for ever and ever 
The flames shall leap and dance— 
For the primeval and eternal 
Decree of the Fates 
For man upon this earth 
Is that he live out his days 
In a deep, unutterable 
Loneliness of the mind, 

Wherein he can count on None— 
Nor kith, nor kin. 

Nor comrades, nor friends! 
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In tlie whirling waves 
Are millions of isles, 

Dotted out we know not where: 
Their virgin soil 
Has never been pressed 
By a human heel; 

Their silence has never 
Been broken by a human cry. 

Even such is each human heart— 

A voiceless isle, 

A dumb smudge of a helpless mass. 
Adrift on a heartless sea! 

For the primeval and eternal 
Decree of the Fates 
P\)r man upon this eartli 
Is that he live out his days 
In a deep, unutterable 
Loneliness of the mind, 

Wherein he can count on None— 

Nor kith, nor kin, 

Nor comrades, nor friends! 

He has always been like this, 
And always like this he’ll be— 

This creature called Man! 

Every grief he has borne like this, 
And every grief he will bear! 

But into the depths 
Of another heart he’ll 
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Never learn lo penetrate: 

He’ll never make it feel for him! 
No word of the dumb torture 
He carries in his breast 
Shall ever rise to his lips— 

And no one shall ever hear 
His cry of anguish, 

P’or the primeval and eternal 
Decree of the Fates 
For man upon this earth 
Is that he live out his days 
In a deep, unutterable 
Loneliness of the mind. 

Wherein he can count on None— 
Nor kith, nor kin, 

Nor comrades, nor friends! 
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YUSUF ZAFAR 


PAST, PRESENT & FUTURE 

I have grown sick to the souJ 
Of hopes which only end 
In a dreary sense of desolation. 

O Aspiration, of the long 
Control imposed on speech 
The swords have rusty grown! 

The moon has arisen, 

But it shines fainter 
Than the glow of the stars. 

A heart that is dead— 

A heart in which there is 
No exhilaration left, 

Is the product of these 
Controls on light, 

For the mirror goes blind 
When the lights you wrap 
In darkened shades! 

O Aspiration, I have grown 
Sick to the soul 
Of hopes which only end 
In a dreary sense of desolation! 
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A sense of the expedient 
Subdues the wild surges of the heart, 
O Tumult! And in a whirl. 

In front of my eyes. 

Today and Tomorrow pass! 

Once they are startled apart. 

These songs will never again 
Intermingle; these, perhaps, 

Are buds which wither away 
But never bloom: 

And watching as I stand. 

The silent desires 

Come to their senses, O Tumult! 

And a sense of the expedient 
Subdues the wild surges of the heart! 

But of the long control 
Imposed on speech, the chords 
One day shall snap, 

O Invincible Youth! 

And then shall burst 
The unrest of this madness 
That boils in the breast! 

The moon shall then sing 
In tune with me; and a power great 
Shall emanate from my feeble voice. 
Triumphant shall I stand at last, 

O Invincible Youth! Of the long 
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Control imposed on speech 
The chords shall snap! 


HUNGER 

Long live Hunger! 

Let Hunger live for ever! 

Let no one feel secure 
Against troubles and tribulations! 

Let no one for a moment 
Sleep in peace! Let the gaunt 
Misery and fear of Hunger 
Eternally shine on the face of Time! 

Hunger, indeed, 

Should live for ever. 

For through Hunger alone the eye opens: 
Deep set angles of vision 
Accept unwelcome shifts; 

The feeling of reverence 
Flies from the human heart; 

Scores of problems spring into being 
From a merciless struggle for life. 

And ravening wolves 
In human form range the earth 
Whom you know only 
By the maddening Hunger 



Which drives them. 

Desire pricks the heart with thorns. 
And cuts like knives 
Into delicate sensibilities, 

When fading robes 

Are worn patched and mended! 

If Hunger were to disappear. 
This look of thine, 

Now steeped in love. 

In a couple of days 
Would turn into a cold 
And meaningless stare. 

Indeed from Hunger alone 
Not only I but thou as well 
Shalt live for ever! 


NEW YEAR 

Only a hopeless welter is life 
Of hundreds of walls and shadows— 
An illusion by magic wrought 
From millions of trodden 
Thoughts and lines—a body carved 
By the hand of superstition 
From the heavy corpse 
Of centuries deadl 
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In the snare of life I perceive 
But the bounds of fixations; 

On the mind, on the ears, on the eyes, 
On the tongue lies a seal. 

In silence marching 
On the same old road. 

How can we hope anew to assess 
The values which guided our fathers? 
How in a hurry can we hope 
To efface the lessons 
Dinned into these ears by untold ages? 
The voice which always has been rising 
From the Mosque and the Temple 
Would take a lot more to be silenced 
Than a simple and mild repudiation! 

The same, and no other, 

Is the road we must tread— 

Must go the same way our fathers 
Did before us: these, and no other, 

Are the evenings and the mornings 
We have to look forward to. 

Of those times the heavy chains 
Must keep us bound. 

For we are only, only 
The messengers of death! 

No leisure have we 
For any indulgence, 
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For dilly-dallying by the roadside, 

Or for little rambles. This is the way 
We must follow, step by step; 

On every breath we draw 
Is the limitation of moments set. 

In moments alone is now apportioned 
The wine of Time; and no one knows 
What this endless chain of days 
And months, and years means; 

Nor for how long more would Man remain 
A victim of silly and vague superstition! 

It is only a relative idea, this daily 
Death of the days and nights. 

And this perpetual 
Yeast of the moments. 

They melted and fused. 

And mingled into one. 

To form the year now ended; 

And they melt and fuse, and mingle. 

To form the New Year just begun! 


THE END 


Clinging 

To the corpse of my own life, 

I have sung my little song; 

Over the death of my desires 
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I have finished my great rejoicings; 

And peeping through a chain 
Of endless tears, 

I have had my smile! All that now 
Is done with and ended! 

It was only a long drawn out wail 
From the harp of suffering. 

Which bespoke of nothing 
But sorrow and grief; and in tune 
With that music at every step 
I have marched through life, 

Kindling from its flame 

The fire of my own desire! Ah me. 

Clinging to the corpse 

Of my own life 

I have sung my little song! 

Ever wandering in the magic world 
Of fancy’s dreams, I have run out 
The short span of my life— 

Always looking for a little support. 

Now here and now there, 

I have spent all my days, 

Watching the stars in vain at night. 
Longing for colour and fragrance. 
Longing for some peace of mind! 

This frantic heart 

For a little talk had hoped, but ere 



A sound could rise to the lips, 

The contact broke! 

Ah me, for wandering like this 
Through the magic world 
Of fancy’s dreams, I have run out 
The short span of my life—in vain! 
In vain! 


TOYS 

From the ocean waves 
I gathered pearls; from the diamonds 
Their light and sparkle; 

From the spring its songs of joy; 

From the sunkissed bunches 

Of ripening fruit I extracted 

Their sacs of sweetness and flavour; 

And with unflinching vision 

I have straightened the folds 

On the slippery corners 

Of a dangerous road 

Which lay like dead obstructions. 

And as out I stepped to march 

Boldly to my goal. 

The soft and cool breeze 
Of the monsoon months, 

The fire of sycamore leaves. 



And the song of spring 

Went trailing with me at every step! 


But the soft glow of the pearls; 

The hard glitter of diamonds; 

The sweetness and music of spring 
Were for me of little avail; 

For the fates did cast my lot 
In a night of perpetual darkness, 

Where life means only 
To sigh at the distant stars, 

In an endless round of care, 

And grief and •suffering, 

And a continuous lament! 

My dearest treasures 

Have been snatched from me; 

They have all been ruined 
By a general, soul killing 
Dreariness of the autumn; 

And grief and suffering, 

Only the fire of sycamore leaves. 

No fragrance, and no music! 

Waves of sorrow have closed over me 
And hordes and hordes of grief 
Have trampled down my world; 

I am but a prisoner 

In an iron cage of bitter realities. 

Crushed, confused, and lost, 

Shuddering with the fear of despair 
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Every time Fancy threatens to stir, 
Sick to the soul of life, 

Tired even of breathing! 

And perhaps it was only 
To set my mind aflame 
That fire was given 
To the sycamore leaves. 

And that haunting, restless quality 
To the music of the sea! 

But in the general drabness 
And hardness of life, thy lap for me 
Is always the home of flowers; 

And often do I hear the song of spring. 
For these sacfulls of love. 

Our children—these little 
Pieces of my own heart. 

They come and drown all my cares 
In the fire of sycamore leaves. 

And the sparkle of distant stars! 


SPRING 

It is only a Land 
Stricken by the Autumn, 
Which thou mistaketh 
For a garden bright. 
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Sweetheart mine! What strikes thee 
As a joyous laugh, is only 
The dying gasp of trees, 

Which the winds heighten a little 
And turn into a feeble moan 
That mingles with the whirlwinds, 
And pours into these 
Somnambulent valleys! 

It is a Land 
By the Autumn touched. 

Intolerable here 

Is the very name of Spring; 

Even the smile of stars 
Is here steeped in tears. 

A bare two bounds from the start 
Lies the glorious culmination; 

Hut into milleniums 
Have lengthened those two bounds. 
Over this world for centuries 
The Autumn has reigned supreme. 

An Autumn which is not 
The forerunner of Spring— 

It is a Land which forms 
The dead end of centuries dead! 

In expectation of Spring, when birds 
Peep out of the foliage. 

One with a yellow beak 
Opens its mouth and cries; 
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“Come, let us sing 

Of the springtimes gone; the springtimes 

Of which we have heard 

Only the tales from our forebears; 

The springtimes of which a memory 
Is all we have to beguile 
Our dark nights! 

Let us sing of those springtimes, 

And the new ones we hope to see!” 

But the appeal falls flat 

On ears which are deaf and dead, 

And no one stirs out of the langour 
That ruins the Land! There is no 
Response but an empty echo 
From the awful caves; 

“Sing of the springtimes gone.... 
Springtimes gone.... 

.Times gone!” 

From the dry bed of streams 
Then breaks out a horrible laugh; 

From the old wounds of the earth 
Flows out a lava of blood, 

In blotches black, and red, and white. 
Which congeals in the colourness valleys, 
To dance like phantom lamps. 

The birds in terror fly away; 

In the air upsurges a flood of pain; 

And the stars in helpless wonder 






Stare at this world 
Of Colour and Fragrance! 

No Springtime here, 
Sweetheart mine! 

This is only a festival 

To mourn the Spring 

That is dead! Only 

A Land by the Autumn touched. 

Which thou mistaketh 

For a garden bright! 




2ia Jaalandharee 




ZIA JAALUNDHAREE 


WINTER EVENING 
1 

The autumn days have passed away. 
And now that they are past, 

I reflect, and feel inclined 
To hold they were fine days. 

Wonderful days, indeed, they were, 
When peeping through the windows 
Of reminiscent thought. 

The eyes scanned every nook 
And corner of the past. 

Those autumn days as if. 

In ripe old age you viewed. 

With quiet satisfaction, your record 
Of a full blooded youth. 

As if in the warm rays 
Of an afternoon sun 
You dozed in peace. 

As if sleep, with silken fingers. 

Softly touched the eyelids; 

And in that niood of relaxation, 

The gentle breathing of the wind 
Wafted your soul 



Into a Land of pleasant Dreams! 

Those autumn days 
Were fine, indeed! 

The flowers long ago 
Had shed their leaves, 

To mingle with the dust: but themselves 
They had grown into fruit. 

Which now shone upon the branches 
With sacs full of juice in every fibre. 
The fruit growing firm and strong 
Upon stalks v.?hich even the lashing 
Winds failed to break—the fruit 
That on a single ripening centre 
Had focussed all those scattered 
Beams of light and life 
Which streak around, running riot 
In the spring and summer fields. 

Those autumn days as if an Artist, 

His masterpiece completed. 

Should lean back and rest! 

Those autumn days. 

When riding on the wind, 

Even the dry leaves 
Lose themselves in a soft, 

Mysterious music! 



Drifting go the dry leaves, 
Drifting and drifting away! 

Poor, homeless gypsies, 

Drifting with the winds! 

Borne far away 

From the ruined gardens. 

And far from those canopies rich 
Of the trees whereon they throve! 

Drifting go the dry leaves, 
Drifting and drifting away! 

The caravan goes on the move 
To wander far from its past, 

With no recollection 

Of the blissful moonlit nights, 

Or the joy of life 

With friends and comrades! 

Drifting go the dry leaves, 
Drifting and drifting away! 

They go where there is Nothing: 

No lingering perfume 
Of the breath of spring; 

Nor any sense of pain! 

They go where bruised and burnt 
Hearts can sleep in peace! 

Drifting go the dry leaves! 

Those autumn days are over. 
And now that they are over, 

I fall athinking; 

For so long as the autumn lasted. 
My eyes were wet. 

The memory of spring was no more 
Than the echo of a melody lost, 
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But lingering in the heart— 

The spring that looked 
Like a budding Beauty 
In whose limbs, lines, and curves. 

Fresh with the new sap of life. 

Waves of joy flow! 

Now where is that Dream of Beauty gone? 
Oh, where has it hidden itself? 

In these autumn days, 

Separation makes her 
All the more dear to me. 

But like a heartless singer 
Playing on and on, unmindful 
Of the pain his melodies bring. 

The autumn hues only 
Kindle poignant memories! 

There is but a voice, only an echo 
That goes swelling and rolling 
On every side! 

In the gardens the spring 
Blazed up everywhere, 

And burnt itself out. 

The flame of the passionate poppy 
Lies extinguished. 

Not a flower leaf. 

Nor a sign of those wild moods! 

Every glance is heavy 
With pungent regret! 

No sign of those desires 
Which stirred the blood; 

No sign of the curling clouds 
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Went sailing across the skies! 

On the doubtful strength 
Of these gaunt memories 
Of a spring that is no more, 

How long—Oh, how long 
Can we continue to bear 
These crushing griefs? 

In the gardens the spring 
Blazed up everywhere. 

But everywhere by now 
It has burnt itself out! 

The poor, lonesome birds. 

Smitten by their old love of gardens. 
Birds which have known 
The joys of spring. 

They have felt now 
The withering touch of autumn; 
They have lost the power of flight; 
They have forgotten 
Their winsome ways! 

Now they live but to tear out 
Their own feathers! 

Faced with the deariness 
Of the autumn bare, 

They are in deep despair 
How at all they’ll manage 
To live out their days! 

In the gardens the spring 
Blazed up everywhere. 

But everywhere by now 
It has burnt itself out! 

Those times have passed away! 
And even if the autumn 
Was self satisfied, 
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It wasn’t so complacent as all that; . 

Even if it was hard of heart, 

It wasn’t so heartless after all. 

But with the dead body Life 
How Death makes play, 

Only he can fully realise who has 
Passed through a Winter Evening— 

Who, in a valley far removed 
And snowbound, has lived alone! 

The autumn in any case was the autumn; 
When the spring itself 
Was at its height, 

I was borne down by a sense 
Of my own helplessness, 

A helplessness which yet 

Did teem with clamorous longings! 

The spring after all was the spring; 

Even in autumn there was life. 

But as for winter—why, in winter 
Everything lies benumbed 
In an icy insensibility. 

Oh, how I long now 
For even that grief 
Over my helplessness, 

For now all desire is dead! 

The urge has died, indeed. 

To take a leap in the air 
And touch the heavens above! 

And even if there be 



A lurking wish in the mind, 

No one has the courage, or even desire. 
To make it articulate! 

For now the deadening desolation 
Of a deep winter evening 
Lies brooding over everything! 

II 

Coming 

Through cracks in the windows, 
The icy blast has soaked 
Into every pore of my being; 

My tattered rug I wrap 
Closer round my body; 

The glowing embers of the fire 
Grow dull under a thickening 
Film of ash, their dying heat 
Gasping for breath 
In the smothering layers! 

In my limbs there isn’t life enough 
To fire again a few bits. 

Of odds and ends; 

In the heap of ashes. 

There lingers still a fitful glow, 

Which falls on the white wall— 

Only to be sucked up there! 

This flickering gleam 

But makes the darkness deeper; 

And rising from the grate. 



Curling clouds of smoke have settled 
Clinging to the windowpanes! 

Across these panes my eyes 
Are fixed on the far horizon. 

In those ashy clouds, too, 

There lingers a faint light; 

But there as well the burning embers 
Are being smothered 
By thickening layers of ash, 

And their dying light 
Trembles wan and feeble 
On the wide expanse of the snow! 

And those flickering clouds of smoke. 
Which waved for a while 
On that distant, darkening line, 

Have settled now in a lifeless bank! 
From the snowclad heights my eyes 
Go slipping down to the valleys below, 
Where the mountainsides are studied 
With twinkling lights like stars. 

In the emerald green 
Of the fragrant grass, there breathes 
A spirit of intoxication! The hilltops. 
Soaring into the heavens, are buried 
In layer over layer of snow! 
Somewhere near at hand, 

A mountain stream 
Goes flowing down the hill, 

Under a cloak of virgin white. 
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Whether it is really a brook, 

Or only a mirage of my mind, 

I do not know; but I feel convinced 
Beneath the snow there lingers life! 
The twilight colours tremble 
On the white expanse, 

But they lack the power 

To leap ablaze into a fierce flame 

Which should melt the deep snow, 

And send it roaring down the hillside, 

To deepen further the green 

Of the verdant valleyes, and to intensify 

The spirit of intoxication. 

The twilight glow is slowly 
Turning into wreaths of smoke. 

My eyes from snowclad heights 
Go slipping down to the valleys below; 
And my tattered rug I wrap 
Closer round my body! 

m 

Desiring for a while to throw off 
This deadweight from my mind, 

I spend my evenings in cafes. 

The coffee there is dark and bitter, 
Like my thoughts, but I drink it! 
Some day the noise of these cafes 
Might so assimilate me 
That I cease to exist. 





But the devastating loneliness 
Of my soul I try to drown 
In these bitter cups! 

Here I am not the only one 
Of this kind: there are 
Numerous others like me. 

Their faces are hollow; 

With hungry eyes, they ceaselessly 
Frown into the void. 

At times they laugh, but in their 
Laughter there is no joy. 

One and all they wear a mask 
Of faith and sincerity. 

But there is no sincerity in them. 

Hollow compounds of complex emotions, 
In those hearts, beneath the masks, 

There resigns a darkness deep— 

There is no ray of light! 

In this crowd I am losing myself. 

These are my comrades of whom 
I have grown sick to the soul! 

Myself I long to meet. 

But stand shrinking back 
From that awful contact! 

These comrades mine. 

With the collars of their heavy coats 
Upturned, pass-by me on the pavement, 
Deep in talk. Now they flounder 



In the philosophy of Socrates; 

And now they say: 

“Tf there’s a change in the Government, 
It has nothing to do with us? 

There is no hope of any change 
In our own lot.” 

Sometimes they show 
A sudden spurt of speed, 

Or they twist themselves— 

To catch a glimpse 
Of some fair fape passing by. 

But in the things they say, or do, 

There is no continuity— 

No manner of taste! 

The bitterness of life 
1 drown in these cups of coffee! 

IV 

She wishes my life 
I should spend at her door. 

She is very beautiful; 

Her talk is full of sparkle, 

But it lacks sincerity; she hides 
An inner grief in an empty laughter, 
For her this laughter 
Is the main thing in life. 

While I long for pain. 

Returning from the cinema, 

Last night, slie took me home. 


m 



Pendants which shone like drops of dew 
Hung from ears which looked soft 
And delicate like rose leaves. 

They stirred me deeply 
Every time they flashed. 

In her eyes was a peculiar light. 

On the sofa she was 
Slipping closer to me: 

The perfume of her dress 
Was in my nostrils; 

And I could feel the warmth 
Of her breath upon my lips. 

She wishes my life 
I should spend at her door, 

But I do not love her! 

V 

Coming in through cracks, 

The icy wind has penetrated 
To the innermost fibres of my being: 

And my tattered rug 
I gather close around my body. 

From the snowclad hillsides, 

My eyes go slipping down 
To the valleys below. 

The red glow of the twilight 
Has slowly melted into smoke. 

Today I shall pass 

To the other side of these valleys. 
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Beyond that mysterious line 

Are mountain peaks with an eternal 

Covering of perpetual snow. 

There is no spring or autumn there, 
And death with open arms 
Stands waiting for me. But Life, 
From that final plunge. 

Is shrinking back— 

I know not why! 



NOTES 


EXPLANATORY 

NEEM: Melia Azedirachta. A tree symbolic of health 
and fertility. 

MIZRAAB: Plectrum. 

IMA AM: A patriarch; a leader or jjuide in religious 
matters. 

MANSOOR: A great Persian mystic in medieval times. 
Was crucified on account of unorthodox views in 
religious matters. Because he declared Anal Haq, 
“I am the truth”, his name is used as a symbol of 
revolt against convention, and for the assertion of 
Truth against a prevailing lie. 

K.AUSAR: Name of a foutain in Paradise. Symbolic 
of eternal bliss. 

TASNEEM: Name of a fountain in Paradise. Sym¬ 
bolic of bliss. 

KAAJAL: Lamp black used by women in the East for 
beautifying the eyes. 

SAJDAH: Obeisance. Bowing so as to touch the 
ground with the forehead in adoration; an attitude of 
prayer. 

SHEEREEN: A queen of surpassing beauty in Iranian 
mythology. Used in poetry as a symbol of the 
principle of Beauty. Farhaad, an engineer, fell in 
love with her. Empror Khusro Parvez, her husband, 
embarrassed by this devotion, commissioned him to 
dig a canal across a high mountain, thinking that 
either he would give up, or fail to accomplish the 
task. But Farhaad completed the work with credit. 
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The empror then caused a rumour to be spread that 
Sheereen was dead. Farhaad believed it and took 
it so much to heart that he killed himself. 

LAILA: A famous Beauty in Arab legend. Was the 
daughter of a tribal chief. Qais fell in love with 
her, but was thwarted by the arrogance and pride of 
Laila’s father. Qais went mad and wandered in 
the desert until he died. 

MAHMIL: A litter carried on a camel, beautifully 
adorned and covered on all sides, for the use of 
women of high rank. Laila’s mahmil passed in the 
desert, and Qais ran after it until it was lost to view. 
After that he was obsessed with the delusion that 
every passing whirlwind was her mahmil. 

QAIS: See Liaila above. An archetype of the lover in 
Urdu and Persian poetry. Symbolic of love and 
love’s madness. 

FARHAAD: See Sheereen above. Another archetype 
of the lover. Symbolic of tireless devotion to an 
ideal, even though it may seem unattainable. 

SARMAD: A great mystic of Aurangzeb’s time. Was 
beheaded for holding unorthodox views. Archetype 
of the ecstatic mystic. 

SHEIKH: A chief; a venerable old man. Symbolic of 
orthodoxy and puritanic principles in religion and 
life. Opposite of the mystical and hednistic 
attitudes. 

AFRANG: Name given in the East to a native of 
Europe; a Frank. 

MOMIYAAYEE: A medicine supposed to be prepared 
by medieval sorcerers from human flesh and blood. 

BIOGRAPHICAL 

AHMAD NADEEM KAASIMEE was born at Angah, a 
village in Sargpdha District, West Pakistan. He 
belongs to a family of religious preceptors. Graduat- 
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ed in 1915, and started a long and chequered career, 
which led him ultimately to journalism. In general, 
the drift of his thought is considered to have a leftist 
tinge. Has published various collections of poems 
and short stories. At present he edits an Urdu daily 
at Lahore. 

ABDUL MAJEED BHATTEE was born in 1902 in a 
village in the Gujranwala District of West Pakistan. 
Started his life as a school teacher, turning later to 
journalism. His poetry is characterised by a sense 
of bitterness against the tyrannies of social mal- 
Adjustments, the position of woman being one of his 
special themes. Has published collections of poems, 
and many books of stories and poems for children. 
Lives in Lahore. 

FAIZ AHMAD FAIZ was born in 1910 at Sialkot. 
Graduated from Government College, Lahore, in 
1933. Started life as a lecturer in English language 
and literature, but later turned to journalism. Was 
Editor of The Pakistan Times, Lahore, when he 
figured prominently in what is called the Rawalpindi 
Conspiracy Case. Was sentenced to four years’ im¬ 
prisonment. Shortly after release he again 
accepted editorship of The Pakistan Times. By 
many people he is generally considered to be the best 
among our modern poets, while in the eyes of some 
the evident leftist drift of his thinking is a drawback. 
He has exerted a great influence on modern Urdu 
poetry. Two volumes of his poetry published so far. 

HAFEEZ HOSHIAARPUREE was born in 1913. 
Graduated from Government College, Lahore. One 
of the few modern poets who have asserted the 
purity of classical poetic tradition and have been 
least affected by the new tendencies in Urdu verse 
under the influence of modernist movements in the 
West. In spite of this his verse is creative, and not 
merely conventional. 
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HAFEEZ JAALUNDHAREE was born in 1899. Be¬ 
longs to the older generation of poets, but has been 
able to keep a freshness in his verse which makes 
him one of the foremost moderns. Starting with an 
epoch on the early history of Islam (Shahnama-i' 
Islam) and love lyrics in conventional modes, he has 
been able to transform himself every now and then, 
and has inspired his readers by taking entirely new 
directions. 

MOHAMMAD KHALEELUR RAHMAN KHALEEL 
was born in 1920. Graduated from the Punjab 
University. One of the most sensitive among 
the moderns, with firm and deep roots in national 
conciousness, he is a young poet of brilliant promise. 
Style and imagery intensely alive. 

ALA-UD-DEEN KALEEM graduated from Govern¬ 
ment College, Lahore. While still in college, he 
wrote poems of exquisite beauty, but he refused to 
print them, and later destroyed them. His stand¬ 
ards iji literature are most exacting. Now sticks to 
the pattern of Ghazal and Rubai. 

MEERAJEE: Died in 1950. Trail blazer of great signi¬ 
ficance. Popularised blank verse in Urdu. Tan¬ 
talized many, mystified others, but carried away the 
younger generation. A great wanderer and bohemian 
in life, his acceptance of the primitive and the sexual 
made him anathema to many. His influence has 
been growing since his death. 

MUKHTAAR SIDDEEQEE was born in Sialkot in 1919. 
Started writing early in life, and mastered the tech¬ 
nique of classical verse. He is considered to be the 
best example of those poets of the younger genera¬ 
tion who have kept a balance between the conven¬ 
tional and the modern tendencies. 

N. M. RAASHID was born in 1910. Hails from Guj- 
ranwala District. Graduated from Government 
College, Lahore. Has been one of the influential 
writers in blank verse. 
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MOHAMMAD SAFDAR was born at Gujrat, West 
Pakistan, in 1922. Graduated from Government Col¬ 
lege, Lahore, in 1945. Has been deeply influenced 
by the Imagists in English literature, especially Ezra 
Pound. 

SAADIQAH NASEEM was born in 1935. An under¬ 
grad studying for her B.A. 

SAIF-UD-DEEN SAIF was born in 1922. One of the 
most popular amongst the younger generation. 
Written in 1943, this poem is believed to represent the 
beginning in Urdu of Drama in free verse. It was 
broadcast on the Radio in 1945. 

SALEEM WAAHID SALEEM. A homeopath practi¬ 
tioner. with deep roots in Persian literature. Age 
about 40. 

QAYYUM NAZAR was born in 1914. He is a great 
admirer of Meerajee, yet the least influenced by the 
content and form which made Meerajee anathema to 
the older generation. A poet of pensive and reflec¬ 
tive moods. 

YUSUF ZAFAR belongs to Gujranwala District. In 
early life he spent a great deal of time wandering 
about Delhi and Lahore. He worked as editor in 
various magazines. At present a script writer in 
Radio Pakistan. About 1938 he came under the in¬ 
fluence of Meerajee. One of the most prolific poets 
in modem tradition. He has tried his hand almost 
at all forms. Has many collections of verse to his 
credit. 

ZIA JAALUNDHAREE was born in 1923. Graduated 
from Government College, Lahore, 1945. The 
freshness and utter unconventionality of his techni¬ 
que and themes have created for him an important 
position among modern poets. 

SUFEE ABDUL QADEER NIAZ was born in 1900 at 
Ghaus Garh, in Patiala State, East Punjab. Gradu- 
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ated in 1922 from Islamia CoUege, Lahore. Has 
travelled widely in Europe, the Middle East, and the 
Far East. Lived in England for three years (1928- 
1931); in Japan from 1935 to 1938. Since Partition of 
the sub-continent he has lived in Lahore as a journal¬ 
ist. At present he edits the Pakistan Review, Lahore 
A frequent writer in other journals as well, especially 
on foreign affairs. Has brought out a Presentation 
in English of Iqbal’s Khizr-i-Raah. Has prepared a 
Presentation in English of six long poems of Iqbal 
which he intends to have published as “Iqbal on 
Problems of the Muslim World”. Is working on 
Presentations from Ghaalib and Haafiz. Also plans 
to bring out an anthology (Presented in English) of 
Punjabee poetry and folk songs. 
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